% 


ARGUMENT rs BooxT[, 


Cairbar, the ſon of Borbar-duthul,, lord of Achs in 


Connaught, the moſt potent chief of the race of the 
Firbolg, having murdered, at Temora the royal pa- 
lace, Cormac the ſon of Artho, the young king of 
Ireland, uſurped the throne. Cormat was lineally 
deſcended from Conat the ſon of Trenmot, the great 

grandfather. of Fingal, king of thoſe Caledonians, who 
inhabited the weſtern coaſt of Scotland. Fingal reſent- 
ed the behaviour of Cairbar, and reſolved; to paſs 

over into Ireland, with an army, to re - eſtabliſh the 
royal Family on the Iriſh throne. Farly intelligence 


of his deſigns coming to Cairbar, he i!asſembled ſo- 


me of his tribes in Ulſter, and at the ſame time 
ordered his brother Cathmor, to follom Rim ſpeedily | 
with an army, from Temora. Such was the ſitua- 
tion of affairs, when the Caledonian fleet N on 
the coaſt of Ulſter. 


The poem opens in the morning.  Cairbar i is ld 
as retired from the reſt of the army, when one of 
his ſcouts brought him news of the landing of Fin- / 
gal. He asſembles a council of his chiefs. Foldath 
the chief of Moma haughtily deſpiſes the enemy; 
and is reprimanded warmly by Malthos. Cairbar , 
afrer hearing their debate, orders a feaſt ro be 
prepared, to which, by his bard Olla, he invites 
Oſcar the ſon of Offian; reſolving to pick a quar- 
rel with that hero, and to have ſome pretext for 
killing him. Oſcar came to the featt; the quarrel 


happened : the followers of both fought, and Cairbar 


ot ions, fell by mutual wounds. The noiſe of 
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bade schad Filgal's/ am The bing unde 
on, to the relief of Oſcar, and the Iriſh fell back 
tp the army of Cathmor, who was advanced. to the 
75 banks of the river Lubar, on the heath of Moi -lena. 
Fingal, aſter mourniug over his grandion, ordered 
Ullia the chief of his bards, to carry his body to 

- Morven, to be there interred, Night coming on, 
-  Althan, the ton of Conachar, relates to the king 
the particulars of the murder of Cotmac. Fillan , 
the for. of Fingal, is ſent to , obſerve the motions 
of Cathmor by night, Which concludes the action 
of che firſt day. The ſcene of this book is a plain, 
near the hill of Mora, which roſe on the + borders 
of the Reuth of Moi - lena, in Uiſter. 
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The green hills are covered with day. 
Trees ſhake their duſky | heads' in the breeze. 
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1 The firſt 7 uh of 2 malls 1 appearance in 
the colleQion of leſſer pieces, Which were ſub. 
joined to the epic poem of Fingal. When that 

..,_ colleQtion, wax; printed, little more than the open 

5 ing of the preſent poem came, in a regular con- 

nection, to my hands. The ſecond book, in 
Fele „was very imperfect. and confuſed. By Eo 
means of my friends, I collected ſince all the 4 
broken fragments of Temota, that I a —ů = 
pid. wanted; and the ſtory f the poem. n 4 
accurately preſerved by ,qnany;s epabled, me to 
A 4 re- 
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Grey torregity' ls noiſy ſtreams. — 
1 


Two green hills, w 


aged ouks, round? "3 
nar. . 


reduce it into that order in which it now ap- 
Fears. The ils of Epic was. impoſed on the 
poem by myſelf. The technical ferms of - criti- 
ciſm were totally unknown to Oſſian. Born in 
a diſtant age, and in a countiy remote from the 
ſeats of learning, his knowledge did not extend 
to Greek and Roman literature. If therefore, iu 
the form of his poems, and in ſeveral paſſages 
of his diction, he reſembles Homer, the fimila- 
rity muſt proceed from nature, the original from 
which both drew their ideas. It is from this 
conſideration. that I have avoided, in this volu- 
me, to give parallel paſſages from other authors, 
as I had done, in ſome of my notes, on the 
| former collection of Offian's poems. It was far 
from my intention, to raiſe my author into a 
competition with the celebrated names of anti- 
quity. The extenfive field of renown affords 
ample room to all the poetical merit, which has 
yet appeared in the world, without overturning 
the charafer of one poet, to raiſe that of ano- 
ther on its ruins. Had Offian even ſuperior me- 
rit to Homer and Virgil, a certain partiality, 
 arifing from the fame defervedly ' beſtowed upon 
them by the ſanction of fo many ages, would 
make us overlook it, and give them the prefe · 
rence, 


Jlect, of contempt or envy to the preſeut age. 


* 
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narrow "Wide." Toe bine courſs of a ſtream is 


_— 


* | rence, Tho their high merir does not band in 


need of adventitious aid, yet it muſt be acknow- 


ledged, that it is an advantage to their fame, 


either do not at all exſiſt, or are not now obs 


4 4 Py 


Tho* this poem of Offian has not perhaps all 
the minutiae, which Ariſtotle, from Homer, 


lays down as neceflary to the conduct of an 
epic poem, yet, it is preſumed, it has all the 


; grand eſſentials of the epopœa. Unity of time, 


place, and action is pteſerved throughout. The 
poem opens in the midſt of things; what is ne- 
ceſſary of preceding transactions to be known, 
is introduced by epifodes afterwards; not formal - 


i brought in, but ſeemingly riſing immediately 


from the ſituation of affairs. The circumſtances 
are grand, and the diction animated; neither 
deſcending into a cold meanneſs, nor nn 
into ridiculous nn 
| , 1 3 | 
The reader will find ſome alterations in the 
digion of this book. Theſe are _ drawn from mo- 
re cortect copies of the original, which came to 
any hands, fince the former publication, As the 
EF IO | A 5 moſt 
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there; on its banks. ſtood Cairbar 7) of Atha, | 
— His ſpear ſupports the king: the red eyes 


of his fear are ſad. Cormac riſes in his ſoul, 


with all his ghaſtly wounds, The grey form 
of the youth appears in darknels; blood pours 
from his airy. ſides, —— Cairbar thrice threw 
his ſpear on earth; and thrice he ſtroked his 


| beard. His ſteps ore ſhort; he often ſtops; and 


toſſes his ſinewy arms. - He is like a cloud in 
the deſart, that varies its form to every blaſt: 


tin by "a 743% 34 4 fi | g ' © 7 | the 
molt part of the poem is delivered down by tra- 
T dition, the text is ſometimes various and inter- 


paolsted. After comparing the different readings, 
5 I always made choice of that, which 758 beſt 
ee Oo the ſpirit of the context. 


* * 


” *) har, Fey ſon of . 1 was a 
.-.. ed lineally from Larthon the chief of the Fir- 
bolg, che firſt colony who ſettled, in the ſouth 
of Ireland. The Catl were in posſeſſion of the 
northern coaſt of that kingdom, and the firſt 


monarchs of [relayd were of their race. Hence 


aroſe thoſe differences between the two nations, 


which terminated, at laſt, in the murder of Cor- 
mac, and the uſurpation of Cairbar, lord of 
Atha, who is mentioned in this place. 


nr, and called. his gloomy. chiefs, 


'  An-EPIC POEM it 
the valleys are fad aronsdy * d ber Wy eng 
the en. ; 4 4 þ | . 5 Fats 14 


: x * 2 5 , of 
The Ra at . Ke; wg I. ſoul. 
and took his pointed ſpear. He turned his eyes 


to Moi · lena. The ſcouts. of blue ocean came. 


They came with ſteps of fear, and often looked 
behind. Cairbar knew, that the mighty * 


The 1 * of 1 his. warriors — 


They drew, at once, their ſwords. There Mor- 


lath *) ſtood with darkened face. Hidallg's ; 
long hair ſighs. in wind. Red - haired Cormac 


„) Mör- lich, great in the: Joy of bottle. Falls“, 
mildly" looking hero. Cor - mac, expert ot Jeu 
. low * Foldarh , hag 
5 9 ; T0 461 mM 107 5 1 4 
Foldath , who is * Rrovgly marked, makes 
= figure in the ſequel of the poem. His Fer- 
ce, uncamplying character is ſustained throyghour. 
He ſeems. » from a paſſage in the ſecond 9259 


{3 


84 EY 4 


to have been Cairbar's greateſt confident , 

to have had a principal hand in. the. conſpiracy 
J againſt Cormac, king of Ireland. His tribe was 
„ of the moſt conſiderable of. "the race of the 
8 Fir + eig: N 
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© Bends on his ſpear, and rolle his ſide - long 
looking eyes. Wild is the look of Malthos from 
beneath two ſhaggy brows. Foldath ſtands 


like an oozy rock, that covers its dark fides 
with foam. His ſpeer is like Slimora's fir, that 


meets the wind of heaven. His ſhield is mark- 
| "ed with the ſtrokes of battle; and his red eye 
deſpiſes danger. Theſe and a thouſand other 
chiefs ſurrounded car - borne Cairbar, when the 
ſcout of ocean came, Mor-annal, from ſtreamy 
Moi - lena. —— His eyes hang forward from 
his . his * are trembling, pale. * 


428 


end the chiefs of Erin tand, he ſaid, filet 
as 'the grove of evening? Stand they, like a 
filent wood, and Fingal on the coaſt? Fingal , 


the terrible in battle, the king,of ſtreamy Mor- 


ven.— Haſt thou ſeen the warrior? ſaid 
Cairbar with a figh. Are his heroes many on 


* 


the coaſt? Lifts he the ſpear of IT r co- 


mes the king in peace? ; 


"hg peace he comes not, Caltbar, 1 have 


ſeen his forward nd 5 It is a meteor of | 
| | death Pf 


* Mor - - annal here allades | to the particular. appear- 
ance of Fingal's ſpear, — If a man, upon 
nie 
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| aW the blood of thouſands is on its ſteel... Fo 
He came firſt to the ſhore „ ſtrong in the grey 


hair of age. Full roſe his ſinewy limbs, 5 3 4 
ſtrode . in his might. That ſword is by his 


| fide, which gives no ſecond *) wound. His 
ſhield is terrible, like the bloody moon aſcend- - 
ing thro' a ſtorm. Then came Oſſian king 


of ſongs; and Morni's ſon, the firſt of men. 


Connal leaps forward on his ſpear : Dermid 


ſpreads his dark - brown locks. —— Fillan bends | 


his bow, the young hunter of ſtreamy Mor- 


© 
* 
** 
P - 


bee bes e e wah 
point of his ſpear forward, it denoted in thoſe 
: days, char he came in a hoſtile manner, and ace. 


kept the point behind him. it was a token of 
friendſhip, and he was immediately invited to 
I od SOIT 


mes. 8 5 
RF 


|  ®) This was the famous ſword of Fingal , mille by 
Luno, a ſmith of Lochlin, and after hint poeti- 
cally called the ſor of Luno it is ſaid of this 
ſword, that it killed a man at every ſtroke; and 
„„ 
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cordingly he was treated as an enemy; if he 700 
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like the dreadfut eourſe of a ſtream? It is the 
ſon of Oſſian, bright between his lacks. His 
long hair falls on his back. — His dark 
brows are half 'inclofed in ſteel. His ſword 
hangs looſe on his fide. His ſpear glitters, as 

de moves. I fled from Lad tene 3 * 
et high pa; wat da ft ö 
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Then W thou feeble man "ſaid 'Foldath 
1. Heeg wrath; fly to the grey ſtreams of thy 
land, ſon of the little ſoul! Have not I ſeen 
that Oſcar? 1 beheld the chief i in war. He is 
of the mighty in danger: but there are others 


who lift the ipear.— Erin has many ſons 


285 brave, king of Temora of Groves! Let Fol- 
q dath' meet him in the ſtrength of his" courſe, 
ſto mighty ſtream.— My ſpear 


ſhield i is- like the wall of Tura. Ty 


4355 


+4*- ©» Usnoth chief of Etha, immediately follow Fillan 
in bes on eee = nk 
nad are nor. afterwards mentioned at all in the poem, 
I look upon the whole ſentence; to be an inter- 
polation, and have therefore rejected it. | 


5 
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with the blood of the Valiant; my 


) ln ſome traditions Fergus the ſon of Fingal, and 
* — 


# 


| 
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many ſtreams? Are not theſe the chiefs, who * 
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— bell Foldath *) alone met” the [YN EM 
replied the dark - browed Malthos. Are they ft a 
not numerous on our coaſt, like the waters 1 


vanqquiſhed Swarm, when the ſons of Erin fed? 
And ſhall Foldath meet their braveſt heroes? _ *. 
Foldath of the hentt of pride! take the firength n 


of the people; and let Malchos come. Me © _ 


ſword is red with faughiter, but who has heard | 5 
7 . . 9: 3 Wes hy £5} tr 5 4 
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"Soul of green Elan, aid Hidalla g, 1 
not r Feu hear TART, words, The foe —_— 3 
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are ſtrongly marked in ſubſequent parts, of the 
4 Feen. They appear always in oppoſition, "The | 

| feuds between their families, which were the 1 
PENN re men- 7 
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EY Hidallk wa a the Get of Gos, finall abi 
20 br on che bans of the lake ese. rue be ey. 
1 ur, are be. mentioned. . ns ; "I 


on- men- anden of beiten aa Me 


I e 5 


5 


Ve are brave, o warriors, and like the lerne 
of che deſart; they meet the without 
fear, and overturn the woods. — But let us 
move in our ſtrength, . flow as 4 gathered clond, 


4. 
4 
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— Then ſhall the mighty tremble; a 


_ ſpear ſhall fall from the. hand of che yaliant. — ' 
We ſee the .cloud- of death, they will lay 
while ſhadows fly over their face. Fingal will 
' mourn in his age, and ſee his flying) fame. —; 
The ſteps of his chiefs will ceaſe in Morvenz 
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the moſs of years, ſhall grow in in Selma. eg 
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the cloud of a ſhower: it ſtands dark on Crom- 
„ till the lightning burſte its Aces: the valle7 
_ gleams with red light; the ſpirits of the ſtorm 
kejoice. — So ſtood the ſilent. king; of Te- 


—— 


ern; ut denz his words. are. —_—— 
Fs, +. x * 1 hs 2? 
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r feaſt on Mel: les; let 


be 
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ben hi « hg; to- mor- K+ 
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rd their words, Go ebe, . vj 5 Be 
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| raiſed * of Ciel —¹ 5 toes bars, ha” 
ſunß to his ghoſt.—— Tell him that Cairb ang 
8 has heard his fame at the ſtream of reſounding 
daun * Cathmar X#** is not . Borbags 
10 1 | Ty | | duthul's | 


& - Tb 8 of Moran, © was I 
2... murdeted' by Cairbar, for his attachment to hb 
„ of Cormac. He had attended Oſcar ts + 
7 1 ee, Inis. thina, where they contraQted . 5 
Brest friendſhip for one another.” Ofcat imme» 
* + CL — the deach of Cathol, had ſent a for. 
w challenge. 10 Cairbat, ich he pfhdend, 
180 declined, but conceived a ſecret hatred” againſt 
_ 4. Oſcar, and had beforehand contrived to kill him Tots 
2 er dhe feaſt, to which he here invites him. | * 


— 


ee ee | 
_ king of ſhips; whois ee , 
- with Caraufius "the. uſuyper, 3 „ 


_ 
3 


= Catbthor great in battle, * r SY FE 


5 duthul, and brother of Cairbar king of freland © 
= „ before the inſurrectidn of che Firbolg, pals- „ 
5+ W 5 ed over into Inis - huna, ſuppoſed to be a part 8 8 — 
1 of South - Britain; to asfit Conmbr king of that Ml 

plac, againſt his enemies. Cathmor was fucceſi- 'S : 
+ : 1 ful in the war, but, in the conrle- of it, Con- | "1 
. 55 mor was either killed, or died a natural deaths = 
8 | . . Gairbar , upon intelligence of the deſigns of u. ot | 
bo rand u had e * 22 
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duthul's beides race. hs" is not hete with 
his thouſands , and our arms are weak.” * Cath: 


4 * agreeable to the times. Some, through ostenta- 


mor is à foe to ſtrife at the feaſt: his ſoul is 
bright as that fun. But Cairbar ſhall fight wit 
Oſear, chief of the woody Temora! His words 
for Cathol were many; the wrath of Cairbar 
burns. He ſhall fall on Moi - lena: my fame 
ſhall riſe in blood. 


- 


2 


LP 


| Their faces brightened round with joy. 4 "4 


They ſpread over Moi - lena. The feaſt of ſhells 
is prepared. The ſongs of bards ariſe. We 


bead TO the voice "of joy on the coaſt: we 


þ thought | 
8 ger "A 8 who a as 


» few days Before the opening of the poem. 


Cairbar here takes advantage of his brother yg: 


_ abſence, to perpetrate his ungenerous deſigns 


againſt Oſcar; for the noble ſpirit of Cathmor, 
had he been preſent, would not have permitted, 


the laws of that hoſpitality, for which he was fo 


renowned himſelf, to be violated. The brothers 
____  formy- a, courraſt: we do not deteſt the mean ſoul 
of Cairbar more, than we admire the en 


and generous. mind; of Cathmor. 


« (*) Fingal's army heard /the joy that was . 


bar's camp. The character given of Cathmor is 


3 tion, 
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eiought that mighty Cathmor came. - Enflings 


the | friend of ſtrangers! the scher of red haft - 
93 
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tion, were ot than and others: ben WY 
into a cuſtom handed down from their anceſtors, 
hut what marks ſtrongly the character of Cath- 
mor, js his averſion. to praiſe z fbr he is repre- 
ſented to dwell in a wood, to avoid the thanks 
of his gueſts; which is ill a higher degree Fg 

F -..,” , generoſity, than that of Axylus in Homer: fot 
dete poet does nor ſay, but the good, map might, 


4 
_ 


at the head of his own table, have heard with 


3 5 "pleaſure the praiſe ner on kim 88. peo- 
23 "oy + + 7 OY 11 5 Banne : 
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132 . in eee bee babe, tao 


. a greater length, than the ancient Scots It was 
even infamous, for many ages, in a man of 


condition; to have the door öf his houſe hut 


' is all: LEST, as the bards'expreſs it, TAE STRAN- 
TY ern SHOULD COME" AND BEHGLD\j HIS" CONTRACT-. 
25 D sour. Some of the chief were posſeſſed of 
this hoſpitable dispoſition to an extravagant de- 
© ee ad bards, Cb OP ac- 
count, never failed to recommend it, tart 
„5 e * Cean - nia na dai, or the point, 10 
which all the roads of the | ſtratigers lead, was an 
© Uffariable epithet given by them to 5 the chiefs ; 
deu the > Eulrary, they difſtir d 
— * n 2 


o 
PRE rv 
a F 


% 


: 


12% TEMORA: Booxl. 


ed Cairbar. Their ſouls were not the ſame... 
Tho light of n was in the boſom of Cath · 
mor. 


— 


' 


— title cf the clond which the Frengers 
ſhun. This laſt however was ſo uncommon, 
chat in all the old poems, I have ever met with, 

I found but one man branded with this ignomi- 
nious J e and that, perhaps, only 
or | rr a private quarrel, which ſubſiſted 
Fx derben „ ere eee who 


Ve hw wy: 1 
handed down by tradition, concerning one of 
the firſt Earls of Argyle. This nobleman, hear - 
ed to make him a viſit, with a very numerous _ 

retinue of his friends and dependants, burnt the 
caaſtle of Dunora, the ſeat of his family, leſt it 
- ſhould be too ſmall to entertain his gueſts, and 
- received the Iriſh in tents on the ſhore. Extra- 
- vagant as/ this behaviour might ſeem in our days, 

it was, admired and applauded in thoſe times of 
hoſpitality, and the Earl acquired couliderable | 

«emp by. it, in the fangs h 


f The open communication wich one ns. |. 
which was the conſequence, of their hoſpitality ,' 
A A- Bade eee ee th eee | 


and 
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mor. His towers roſe on the — banks of Atha: 


beren paths Th to his halls. "Seven chiefs fivod 
and enlarge ads nen be ae ries, It is 

to this cauſe, we muſt attribute that ſagacity auf 

ſenſe , which the common people, in the kigh- 

lands, posſeſs, ftill, in a degree ſuperior even to 

5 2 the vulgar . of more Tollbed coutitties. When 
men are crowded together i in great cities, they ſee 
indeed many people, but are acquainted with 
few. They naturally form themſelves into ſmall 
ſocieties, and their knowledge ſcarce extends 
beyond the alley or ftreet they ""_ wy, u to 


TOY cis chat the very employment of 4 
do contract the mind. The ideas of x peaſant are 


till more confined. | His knowledge is — 


i 


dad within the compaſs of a few acres; dr, at 


moſt, extends no further than the neareſt mar- 
ket- town. The manner of life among the FS 
| ditants of the highlands is very different 
_ , theſe. As their fields are barren, they nate ſear- 
ce any domeſtic employment. Their time is ſpent | 
9 = _ therefore in an extenſive wilderneſs, where they 
| feed their cattle, and theſe, by ſtraying far and 
Wide, carry their keepers after them, at, times, 


®; 
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* 23 to all the different ſertlements of the hin, The- 


| 3 
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re they are received with hoſpitality and good. 
cheer ; which, as they tend to display the minds 


„„ che hoſts , afford an opportunity to Ws gueſts ” 
*y | - * - 'B 3 | 1 1 . to | * 


» 


Ing 
* 


/ 
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en the paths, and called the ſtranger to "the 
feaſt, But Cathmor dwelt in the Woh to wag 
the voice of praiſe, - 


4 


| olla came with his ſonge. Oſcar went to 
Cairbar' $ feaſt. Three hundred warriors ſtrode 
along Moi - lena of the ſtreams. The grey dogs 
bounded on the heath, . their howling. reached 
afar. -. Fingal ſaw. the departing hero: the ſoul -- 
of the king was ſad. He dreaded Cairbar's 


gloomy . $1 a the Teaſer” 1 ſhells. 
bust 2 2:3 | 
9 Þ5s 


My. "nt Sig. (<P, the 8 of Cormae: 

an rer. bards met him with ſongs. Cairbar „ 
concealed + with ſmiles the death, that was dark 
in his ſoul. The feaſt is ſpread, the ſhells r: 
ſound: joy brightens” the face of the hoſt. But ; 
it was like the parting beam of the ſeen when, ME hs 


57 Ss 


he is to hide his red head i in a ſtormy, 8 
55 WY »Calrbar 


: . x * 12 7 


1151 10 niet theic 8 on : the different 8 bh 
<4, raters of men; which is the true ſource of 
©... | knowledge and acquired ſenſe. Hence it is the 
in 2 conunon hi ghlander is acquainted with a great» 
er number of characters, than any of his own. 

. rank . in * moſt N cities, | 


Ax EPIC vo M. 2 


an Caichay roſe in his arms; darkneſs. * 
on his brow. The, hundred harps ceaſed..at on. 


ce; The clang.* ). of ſhields way heard, Far 
diſtant on the heath Olla raiſed his ſong of woe. | 


My fon knew the bgn of death; and riſing ſeiz- 
3 ed his ſpear. , | £4; a {bY 1 442 wks 


Oſear! aid Ke ark red Cairbar," 1 bebold | 


the ſpear * of Inisfail, . The ſpear” of Temo- 
ra "3 glitters in thy hand, fon, of woody M N far: 
| 8 

: 3 Ven! 
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*) ene Gi mas derided: © n a Sie 


already in his power, it way. uſual, to Gguify chat 


bis death was intended, by the ſquad of a ſhield 
ſtruck with the blunt end ef a ſpear; 5 at the fa- 
me time that a bard at a. diſtance” raiſed +l 
death - ſong. Aceremony of another kind was long 
| uſed in Scotland upou ſuch occaſions.” Every. 


dy has heard, that a bull's head was ſerved up Fol 


to Lord Douglas in the caſtle of Edinburgh, as 


N 


+BY 3 the ſon of Arth, had given the ſpear, 


which is here the foundation of the quarrel, to 
Oscar, when he came to congratulate —_ {upon / 


*'Þ: 4 © Swaran's oj Ar from kreland. 


8 


i- mor- N the houſe of good 3 3 na- 5 
me of the ** * of che 17 klngs of 


Treland.. 4 £8 ID . 
„ 4 7 2 8 


| a certain Ggnal of his  Sypronching! death.” 1 


24 T EMO R A: Book 1. | 
- ven! It was the pride of en hundred %) kings, | 
the death of heroes of old. Yield i it, ſon of Os 


oY tian, 9 it to on - borne Cairbar. 


* P 3 7 
: * 


—— 


| Shall I yield, | Oſcar ah; . git of 
Erin's ipjured king; the gift of fair- haired Cor- 
mae, when Oſear ſeattered his foes? 1 came to 
Cormac's halls of joy, when Swaran fled from 
Fingal. Gladneſs roſe in the face of youth: he 
8 40 gave the ſpear of Temora. Nor did he give it 
to the feeble, o Cairbar „neither to the weak * 
in ſoul. The darkneſs of thy face is no ſtorm _ 
to me; nor are thine eyes the flames of death. 
Do I fear thy clanging ſhield ? ?  Tremble I at 
Olla's ſong? No: Cairbar ' tighten Wo feeble 3 
Otſcar i oo a Bo. 
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And wilt thin 4 not b yield the FR ? replied i 
we » riling 55 of Cairbar. Are thy words ſo 


"pſy * 


— 71 - oi 
+” —— ↄ 
— 


——U— 2 
- — — — 


| *. , 8 7 mber+ and is 
only intefaded to iel a HA many. It wag 
| probably the hyperbolical phraſes of bards, chat 
; gave the firſt hint to the Iriſh Senachies, to place 
N mme origin of their monarchy in fo — a ph 
i A; R Fe 


bo 


; % 
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— 


3 * % * . ; | p 1 & 


*\ 


Av eric POEM, = 


mighty bote Fingal is near? Fingal wick 
aged locks, from Morven's hundred groves? He 
. fought with little men. But he muſt vaniſh 
before Cairbar, like a thin pillar bo. yang before 
the winds of Alle 575 6 %'Y- 
106 br uy me > $64 uy 
Were he 2 FER with little men, near 
| Athe 's darkening chief: Atha's darkening. chief 
would yield green Etin to his rage. Speak not 
of the mighty, o Cairbar! but turn thy fword 
on me. Our ſtrength is equal; but Fingal is 
renowned! the firſt. of mortal men. | 


*%. + 
"op. 


Their 1 * ab 3 chiefs. 
Theic/croding ſteps are heard arqund. Their 
eyes roll in fire. A thouſand fwords are half - 
unſheathed. Red - haired Olla raiſed the ſong of 
battle: the trembling joy of Oſcar's' foul aroſe ; 
the wonted joy of his hs when n Fingat's — | 
was heard. ALD i wo. 8 
Dark as the ſwelling wave of ocean before 
the 9 9 25 e it mn its head near 
ES coaſt, 


2 * * % 1 * 


— 


8 „0 Ae. Pets river: e ee fu. | 
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a 8 
* 


wo 


a coaſt, came on the hoſt, of Cairbar, — 
bg t Toſcar *)! why that tear? He is 
not fallen yet. Many 'were the deaths of his 
arm, before my hero fell! —— Behold, they fall 
before my ſon, like the groves in the deſart, 
when an angry ghoſt ruſhes through 4 
and takes their green heads in his hand! Mor- 
lath falls.: Maronnan dies; Conachar trembles 
in his blood. Cuairbar Nyinks before Oſcar's 
ſword; and ' creeps in darkneſs behind his ſtone. 
He lifted the ſpear in lecret, and pierced my 
Oſcar's fide, He falls forward on his ſhield: 
his knee ſustains the chief“ But ſtill his Y 4 
is in his hand. See, glogmy Cairbar * 
falls The ſteel pierced his forehead, and divid- 


ed his red hair behind. | He toy, like a x Nadtter- 
* ed 


2 of 
of 4 


” * * 7 a - 4 
e ; "Ws | A - * 8 KEE” 


T; Ts h of 
5 l If a in x . * „ „ A Ty | ; It ; 


| ») The poer means | Malyina, < daughter of To. 
„er, to whom! he addreſſes that part of the poem, | 
which relates to the death of Oſcar her lover. 
ene kite hiſtorians place, the death, of Eaicbar 
In the latter end 9 f the third century; they ſay, 
be was killed in 2 againſt Oſcar the ſon of 
Offian , but deny that he fell by his hand. As 
they have nothing to go upon, but the traditions Y 
of their bards, the translator thinks chat the ac- _ 
| „ coun 


— 4 
8 - 
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a rock, which Cromla, ſhakes 1 itz ſhaggy | bg} 


ide. But never more ſhall Oben riſe. 3s ol leans 


' j 
, 


tount of Oſſian is as probable; 3 at heb worſt , 


js but eppoſug o one 19 as to mother. 
0 rrali: 


, It is, however certain, that 1 Iriſh hiftorl- 
ans disguiſe, in ſome. mealure , this part of their 
hiſtory. An Iriſh poem on this ſubject, which, 

undoubtedly „Was the ſource" of their, informa» - 
tion, concerning the battle of Gabbra, Where 
| Cairbar fell, is juſt now in my hands, The cir- 
| ul ++ +... » crumſtances are leſs to the disadvanta of the 
s character of Cairbar, „than thoſe relared by ' Offi 
an. As a translation of the poem (which, tho? 
evidently no very ancient compoſition, does not 
want poetical merit) would extend this note to 
©. _ foo great a length, I ſhall, only give, the ſtory of 
uA, in brief, with ſome extracts FP the orig n 


nal Iriſh. . LS IR 


1 


* 


NT Dies” 3 Sil bard, A. Invked to a 
fkcaſt, at Temora, by Cairbar king of Ireland, 
1 dispute aroſe between the two heroes, concern · 
1 | ing the exchange of ſpears . which wag uſually 
| made, between. the gueſts and their hoff, upon 
ſuch oceaſions. In the courſe of their.  ahercation, | Fe. 
Cairbar ſaid, in a boaitfyl manner, that he 


e e Nl of- Any * 
the 


8 $4, 1 4 7 a { 7 ; * * - F . * 4 
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on his boſſy ſhield. His ſpear is in his terrible ] 
band: Ecin's ſons ſtood diſtant and dark. - Their 
CR | ſhouts 


the ſpails of it into Ireland, in ſpite of all the 
efforts of irs inhabitants. The original words 


„ Es 


Briathar bnan fin ; Briathar buan 
A bheireadh an Cairbre ru, 
| Gu tuga' ſe ſealg, agus creach 
© 3 * Alt an la'r 38 mhaireach. 


— Re 222 ²˙iI ¾ —Ü—ͤrQ..̃ . —˙—imae! 5 — 
1 
: 
1 
* 
4 k 7 N \ 


| Ofear replied, , thar, hs next day, he himſelf 
| : Would carry into Albin the ſpoils of the five 
pProvinces of Ireland, in ſpite of the 9 


5 1 of Cairbar. a 
2 5 2 bete d un er 8. N 8 f 5 
8 XI A bheirez' an t Oſcar, og, calma 6 
, | Gu'n tugad fe ſealg agus creach | 
| Do dh Arm an ber na rb &c. 5 
ws Ofcar, in lied of his threats, degun to 
iy waſte Ireland; but as he returned with the \ 
1 g ſpoil into , Ulſter, through the narrow paſs of - : 
=: e ( Caoilghlen - Ghabbra) he was met by 


14 1 Cairbar, and a battle enſued, in which both the 
| 4 heroes fell by mutual wounds. The hard gives 
» Ye « curious un of che followers of Oſcar , as 


= 
# 


* * Ke 8 
* 1 
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das aroſe, like crowded traps 5: Al lena 
3 wide. 5 

Fiogel wy * 1 957 wok. his. fa 
ther s ſpear. His ſteps are before us on the 
heath. He ſpoke the words of woe. I hear 
the noiſe of war. Young Oſcar is alone. Riſe, 
fons of Moryen ; ; 7 ** har 8 rern 


2 


Otten tuſhed a the" heath. i han 2 


Jounded over Moi - lena. Fingal ſtrode in his 
ſtrength, and the light oß his ſhield js terrible. 
The ſons of Erin ſaw it far diſtant; they tremb- 
led in their ſouls. They knew that the wrath 
of the king aroſe: and they foreſaw their death. 
We firſt arrived; we fought; and Erin's ebiefs 
_ withſtood our rage. But when the king came, 
in the ſound of his courſe, what heart of ſteel 
conld ſtand! Erin fled over, Mot pm ee 


parſued their . „ 


5 . 


* 


IG div lets bartls, © They appear to have. 
been five hundred in number, commanded, as 
the poet expreſles it, by five beroes of the blos 

A k * This mans mentions Fingal 28 eh 


- Dec. FA FY 
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-we . Oſeat on bis ſhietd. We faw his 

| > hood around. Silence darkened every face. 

Each turned his back, and wept. The king ſtro- 

| ve to hide his tears. His grey beard whiſtled 

in the Wind. He bent his held above his ſon, 
His words were mixed R Agron e 


* 18 


| And art - thay: fallen, We in 5 4 w_ 
1 3 eourſe? the heart of the aged beats over 
= thee! He ſees thy coming wars. The wars 
which ought to come he ſees, but they are cut 
off from thy fame. " When ſhall joy dwell at 
Selma? When ſhall grief depart from Morven ? 
it + My ſons fall by degrees: 'Fingal ſhall be the | 
| laſt of his race. The fame Which! I have receiy- 
FB ed ſhall paſs away: my age will be without 6 
| friends, 1 ſhall fit a grey cloud i in my hall: 1? 
C | nor ſhall 1 hear the return of A fon, in the 
| | midft of his ſounding arms. Weep, ye heroes 
= |: of Morven! never more ſhall Olear riſee 
| Wn 


8 1 And they did weep, o Fingal; dear Was 
the hero · to their ſouls. He went out to battle, 
and the foes vaniſhed; he returned, in peace, 
amidſt their joy. No father mourned his ſon 
ſtuin in youth; no brother his' brother of love. | 


A E IC p O E M. 


gloomy Luith is ſad, for he had often led them 


to he" chare; to the : bounding i roe of the deſart. 2 


7 


"When Oſcar faw his kd. ld, * 


breaſt aroſe with ſighs: —— "The e he 


ſaid, of aged chiefs ; the howling of my dogs; 


the ſudden burſt of ſongs of grief, have melted L 
Oſcar's ſouk My foul, that neyer melted oy | 


fore; it was like tlie ſteel of my ſword. 


Oſſian, carry m&;to/ my hills! Raiſe the FOR | 


of my renown. Place the horn of the deer, 
and my, ſword „ within my narrow dwelling, — 
The torrent hereafter may raiſe the earth: the 
hunter may find the ſteel ; and and; *This ble 
** Oſcar's ſword. 5 


— 


1 71 hc; »& \ 


* Kia falieft thou, ſon of my fe! And 
ſhall I never ſee thee, Oſcar "When others 
hear of their fons, I ſhall not hear of thee. 
81 en Is on n thy. four ** ſtones; the mourn- 


ful 
Pl 7 | . P 4 7 8 
4 %y j * 1 . * « * A 9 * »# 4 * 1 #@ ; * 1 4 * 
1 TY 1 at * 6 


1 1 g 6 


W Oe TIP one wee 2 — He GAS ſo 


remarkable for his fleetneſs , that the poet, in a 
piece which, i is not juſt now in the translators 
hands, has given him the ſame properties wir 
 Virgil's Camilla. Bran fignifies a mountain · ſtream. 


They fell; Libor! "Tears, for the ier of he Tk 
people was low: Bran * ) is howling at his feet; - _ 


*# 


# 


# \, 4 


Y 


6 32 — M 0 R A: -Book I. 


7 ful wind is there. The battle ſhall be fought. 

/ © © _ without him: he ſhall not purſue the 'dark- 
2 bdroun hinds. When the warrior returns from 
 « battles, and tells of other lands: 1 have ſeen 4 
tomb, he will fay, by the roaring ſtceam , the 
dark dwelling of a chief. He fell by car- borne 

Oſcar, the firſt of mortal men. — I, per- 

- haps, ſhall hear his voice ; _and a beam of j % 
will riſe in. my ſoul. 1 


- + The night would have deſcended i in 0 
and morning returned in the ſhadow of grief; 
our chiefs, would have ſtood like cold dropping 
rocks on Moi -lena, and have forgot the war: 
did not the king diſperſe his ne , and raiſe” 0 
his mighty voice. The chiefs, as new waken- | 
ed from * lift up their heads around. 


5 How long on Moi - lens ſhall we weep; or | 
"= our our tears 1 in Ullin ? . The mighty will not 
return. Oſcar ſhall not riſe in his ſtrength. 
The valiant muſt fall one l and be nq more 
known on his hills. Where are our fas. 


: thers, o warriors! the click of the times of old? 
They have ſet like ſtars that have ſhone : we 

only hear the ſound of their praiſe, But they 
were renowned in their day, the terrar of other : 
ee. Thus ſhall we * 0 warriors, in the 


eee leon. a A ER. OE a a 
— 1 4 Po — 


rn 


«#5 > # * 1 3 3 - » 4:4 
* af? * 1 * 4 * mY * 4 - - i 
* 
: 
* 


— — — 3 
. — IEG > ee ——— — ——= 
J _ 22 > * — a 
- Oe OT LIES — ——— ——— — 2 
* 3 x 4 a 
* 5 * % 
2 
— 
. 


OUT Oe 
* * 
SQ : * 
Ke * 


* . | "7 * Bo 
5 9 | | l k.. 
An EPIC POEM, 33 
. | At 


day of our fall. Then let us be renowned, ' $ ; 
when we may; and leave our fame behind us, by | £ 4 
like the laſt beams of the ſan, „when he hides | 2 
his red; head in the weſt, 5 


Ullin, my aged bard! tale the ſhip of the _ 
W Carry Oſcar to- Selma of harps Let the > 
daughters of Morven weep. We ſhall fight in 
Erin for the race of fallen Cormac. The days 9 
of my years begin to fail: I feel the Do | 
of my arm. My fathers bend from their clouds, -j 
its. receive. their grey - halr'd fon. But, - befors © 
I go henee; one beam of fame ſhall riſe : 6 
ſhall my days end, as my years begun, in fa. 4 
me: my life ſhall» be one ſtream of a bo, 8 
bards of other times. . 

Ullin raiſ'd his white ſails.; the * 5 * 
the Guth came forth. He bounded on the wa- 3 
ves towards Selma. I remained in my '_ & 2 
grief, but my words wefe not heard. The 0 
feaſt is ſpread on Moi lena: an hundred herbe? | 
reared the tomb.of Cairbar ; but no Gong. is ' _ 
raiſed over the chief: for his ſoul had been 
dark and bloody. Me bards remembered tee 4 
fall of Cormac! what dau Wy 54 in Ceir- 5 * 
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| The night came rolling 38. The light 
WT \ of an hundred oaks aroſe. Fingal ſat beneath 

I! a tree. Old Althan *) ſtood in the midſt. He 
wt! told the tale of fallen Cormac. Althan the ſon | 

of Conachar, the friend of car- borne Cuchul- 
lin: he dwelt with Cormac in windy: Temora, 
\_ when Semo's ſon fought with generous Tor- 
44 lath. —— The tale of Althan was mournful , 
1 and the tear was in his eye. 


A 
15 ; 7 a 


If ; — The Toning ſun was yellow on Do- 
, | ra **). Grey evening began to deſcend. Te- 
Wi - mora's woods ſhook with the blaſt of the ün- 


' - conſtant wind. A cloud, at length, gathered 
170 | in the weſt, and a red ſtar looked from behind 
| its edge. —— I ſtood in the wood alone, and 
3 „„ law 


4 
„ 


9 Alkan, the ſon of 3 was the chief bard. 
of Arth king of Ireland. After the death of Arth, 
Althan attended his ſon Cormac, and was preſent 
at his death. — He had made his eſcape from 

Cairbar, by the means of Cathmor, and coming 
to Fingal, related, as CIS the death of his 
maſter Ct. 8 


— Althan ipeaks, 


- © + 0 #65 ) Doira , the * fide of a mountain; ie 1 here 
2 a hill in the neighbourhood of Temora. 


. 
5 
9. 
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fo a ghoſt on the darkening air. His ſtride 
extended from hill to hill: his ſhield was dim 
on his fide. It was the ſon of Semo: I knew 
the  warrior's face. But he paſſed away in his 
blaſt; and all was dark around. — My ſoull 
was ſad. I went to the hall of ſhells, A thou- 
ſand lights aroſe: the hundred bards had ſtrung 
the harp. Cormac ſtood in the midſt, like the 
morning - -ſtar, when it rejoices on the eaſtern 
| bill, and Its young beams are bathed in' ſhow- 
ers. , The rag of Artho 2 was in, the 


„ 


its poliſhed — 2 he ſtrove to draw it; « 
and thrice he failed: his yellow locks are ſpread - 
on his ſhoulders ; his cheeks of youth are red. —- 
I mourned over the beam of youth, for he was 
foon to ſet, 25 | * 
Althan! he ſaid, with 4 baſt thou ;- 
beheld my father ? Heavy. is the ſword of the 
king „ ſurely his arm was ſtrong. O that 1 
were like him in battle , when the rage of his - 
wreth aroſe! then would 1 have met, like Cuch- : 
ullin, the egr · borne ſon of Cantela! But years 
may W on, . and AW — 


9 Haſt 


0 Anh, or Amo. the father & Cormac 7x0 of 
1 "AY i | | a Cc 2 5 
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Haſt thou heard of Semo's ſon ; the chief of 
high Temora ? He might have returned with 
his fame; for he promiſed to return to- night. 


- My bards wait him with e feaſt is 


ſpread in Temora. 


1 heard the king in ence, My U 
began to flow. I hid them with my a” rag; | 


but he perceived my grief. 


Son of Conachar ! he aid, is the king br 
Tura *) low ? Why burſts thy figh in ſecret? 
And why deſcends the tear? —— Comes, the 


_ car - borne Torlath ? 2 Or the found of the red- 
haired Cairbar? — They come! — — for 1 behold | 


thy grief. Moſſy Tura's king is low! —— 
Shall 1 not tuſh to battle? —— But 1 canno ot 
lift the ſpear! — O had mine arm the ſtrengtlt 


of Cuchullin, ſoon would Cairbar fly; the fa- 


me of my fathers would be rene ved; and the 


| deeds of other times! 


Hie took 15 ba; The tears flow down; ; 
from both his ſparkling eyes. _ Grief ſad- 
dens round: khe bards bend — from their 

ST hundred 


5 Cuchullin is called. the bios of Tura. from a caſtle 
of that name on the coaſt of Ulſter, where he 
dwelt, before he undertook the management of 

. the affairs of Ireland, in the minority of Cormac. © 
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trembling N nia found War, wu 1 
oy an To ai 33 790 
eee, ee, gen ads ee ee 


4a voice is heard — 
in Wi it Was Carril of -otfter times, WHO α 
me from dark Slimora **), —— He told of 


the death of Cuchullin , and of his mighty 6. 


deeds. - The people were ſcattered round his 
tomb ;. their arms. lay on the ground. They 


had forgot the war, for hes. Shin few” was Rh 


ſeen no more. rod | 
4 
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But Wy. bid the ſoft - votced . ca. 
ine like the bounding roes? 5 e ſtature is 


1 


like the 5 young, t trees of the plain, . growing m 


| 4 ſhower z. yo volt” and ruddy are their 
e but fearleſs ſouls look. forth from their 


— 4 * * e 2046/1 WY + N 10, YEH. 


5 49D 26, Apr. $uik pang en 
mY The 1 ſound;, mentiqned. in other; poems, 
dich the harps ef the bands emitted before the 


death ef a-perſon.-worthy and renowned. It is 


here an omen of es death of . N 


* 


5 en a hill i in ne near hop Gael. 
lin * Nied. n 


* 
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eyes. — Who but the fons os Uenoth * 
the car - borne chiefs of Etha ? The people riſe 
on every fide, like the ſtrength of an half -ex- 
ſtinguiſhed fire, drr the winds come, ſudden, 
from the defart, on their ruſtling. wings. 
Nn * CET * ſhield was heard: - 


10 ber i cb 2:07 The - 
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4 Usnoth; chief of Etha , a Aſtrid! on the. weſtern 

a coaſt of Scotland, had three ſons, Nathos ; Al- 4 

cos and Ardan, by Sliſſama the ſiſter of Cuch- 
ullin. The three brothers, when very young. 

+ + were ſent over to Ireland by their father, to learn 
tte uſe of arms under their uncle, whole: mili- 
21 „ tary kane was: very. great in chat kingdom They 5 
had juſt arrived in Ulſter, when the news of Cuch- 
ullin's death arrived. Nathos, the elde of che | 

f | three brothers, took the command of Cuchullin's 
army, and made head againſt Cairbar the chief 
of Atha. Cairbar having, at laſt, murdered 

... Young king Cormac, at Temora, the army of 
Nethos ſhifted ſides, and the brothers were obli- 

ge to return into Ulſter, in order to paſs over 5 

into Scotland. The ſequel of their mournful 
Nory is related, at large, * pas e of Dar- 
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1 4 * Caithbat was grandfather to Cuchullin; and his, 
i b 5 | ſhield was made uſe of, to alarm his poſterity to 


_ the” battles of the family, 
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The heroes * Cuchullin *.) in Nathan 80 
rolled lis ſparkling eyes: his. ſteps were ſuch 
on heath. Battles are fought at Lego: 
the ſword of Nathds prevails, Soon ſhalt thou 
_ behold him in thy halls, RT 7 Tena. of 


. | ibgad-15 2; V5 mil 


7515 And ſhοn may Tbcheld the chiefs l replyed 
the blue · eyed king. But my ſoul is ſad for 
Cuchullin z his voice was pleaſant in mine 
eur. np: Often have we moved, on Dora; | 
to the chace of the dark · brown hinds : hie 
bow was unerring on the mountains. — ke 
| | ſpoke, of mighty men. He told of * N 
of my fathers; and I felt my joy. — But 
ſit thou at the feaſt, o bard! I have e 
thy voice. Sing in the praiſe of Cychullin; and 
of that . ſtranger , . 


Day roſe on woody Toles whth 1 wwe 
7 of the eaſt, Trathin came to the hall, 


the ſon of old Gellima e I behold, 
he 


fk Thar i is, e aw a manifet: — — 
perſon of Nathos and Cuchullin., 
15 — Nathos the fon of Usnoth. = 
* Geal - 1 white - handed. "STR 
0 oy Wr 


* 
5 
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he fab; = dark cloud in the deſart, king of 
' Innisfail* a cloud it ſeemed at firſt, but now 
a croud- of men. One ftrides before them in 
his ſtrength ; his red hair flies in the wind. His 
ſhield 'glitters to the beam of the eaſt. H 
ſpear is in his hand. e 


- {>--Call him to the feaſt 8 | 
the king of Erin. My hall is the - houſe of . 
Krangers , ſon of the generous Gellima — 
Perhaps it is the chief af Etha, coming in the 
found of his renoẽ- nu. Heil, mighty * 
ranger 5 art thou of the friends of Cormac 2 — 
But Carril, he is dark, and unlovely; and he 

draws his ſword. Is that the ny of nn | 

bard of the times of old? Ne 


It is not the 7 of Unoth , aid Carril, 2 
but the chief of Atha. — why comeſt thou 
in thy arms to Temora, Caixbar of the gloomy 
| | | brow ?: Let not thy ſword riſe againſt Cormac { 
_  ' Whither doſt thou turn thy ſpeed? | 


IN He paſſed on in his darkneſp, 2 ard 
S te hand of che UW, Cormac foreſaw his death, 
. and 


. 3 ; 

| * From this exprefſion;. we ae qhar Cair- 
| | | bar had entered the palace of Temora, in the 
1 midſt of Cormac's pech. 


of noble Artho? The ſhield of Cuchullin was 


of the people is e Bleſt be thy _ 
6 Cormac” _ art darkened in "MP agua 


a4 :he' cloſed us *) in the midſt of: darkneſs. 
He feared ta ſtretch his ſword to the batrde , 


Fre Was 7} #21 


and the rage of his eyes 60080 n WW 
thou gloomy chief of Atha : Nathos comes with 

battle. Thou art bold in Cormac's hall, 
for his arm is weak. —— The ſword. entered 
the ſide of the king: he fell in the halts of his 
fathers. His fair hair is in the duſt. . 
blood is finoking wa.” e 11,10" 


And art Ty kalen in thy bal 1 0 . 


not near. Nor the ſpear of thy father. NMourn- 
fal are the mountains of Erin, for the chief 


109 "07 ** Yoo —_ by 


Li ds e eee Cairbar, | 


Gough his was LL Tang * we pined 


* V . ä | , * 4 A Y 


„%) Alban 1 F 
2 That is, himſelf and Carib, as ir | 


. The perſons of the A were 15 facred, thar 
een he, who had juſt nrurdergf bi. Toy 


1 
5 Cc S be 


| fought for gloomy Cairbar,” They will paſs 


—— OE as > 44 — - 
— 
1 


tan at- length, the noble Cathmor * ) ea: 


me. —— Hie heard our voice from the cave; 
he ee, ec of his wrath on Cairbar, 1 


traben 
Chief, of. Aths! So faid , how 3 wile 


of the 4 rhe thy thoughts are 3 — 


But thou art the brother of Cathmor, and he 
will fight» thy -battles. —— But Cathmor's ſoul 
is not like thine, thou feeble hand of war! 
The, light of my - boſom is ſtained with thy 


| deeds: the bards will not ling of my renown. 


They may fay, Cathmor was brave, but he 


over my tomb in ſilence: my fame ſhall not 
be heard. + Cairbar! looſe the bards: they 
are the ſons of other times. Their voice ſhall 
be heatd in other years; after the * of Te- 


mora 0 * 1 Ty” 


*) Cathmor appears the ſame disintereſted hero upon 
every occaſion. His hamanity and generoſity we- 
re unparalleled: in ſhort , he had no fault, but 
too much attachment to ſo bad a brother as 
Cairbar. His fainily - connection With Cairbar pre- 

" vails { as he expreſſes it, over. every other conli-, 
deration, and makes him engage in'a war, of 
which he did not approve. , 


£, 
Fd 
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, N came forth at the words: of. the chief. 
* ſaw, him in his ſtrength. He was like thy 
youth, o Fingal , when thou firſt didſt lift the 
ſpear.. — His face was like the plain of the 
ſun; when it is bright: no darkneſs travelled 
over his brow. But he came witk lis thoufands 
to Ullin, to aid. the red - haired Cairbar: and 
now he comes, to reyenge his death, o ng 
of gv W 14/1 19 wt 443-2 "= 


„ And let him. come , replied the king; I hy + 24 
ve a foe. like Cathmor. His ſoul is great; h 65 
arm is ſtrong ;. his battles are full of Wha 4 . 
But the little ſoul is a vapour that hovers round So” 

the marſhy lake: : it never riſes 0 on, the green 

hill, leſt the winds ſhould meet it there: its 
2 in the cave, it bo: forth the dart 


. N - 
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5 Our ,young heroes, 0 warriors , are. ** 7 
the renown of, our fathers. — "They, bght in 
- youth; they fall: their names are in the ſong. 
- Fingal is amidſt his darkening years. He muſt 
not fall, as an aged oak, acroſs a ſeeret ſtream. 
Near it are the ſteps of the hunter, as it lies 
beneath the wind. How has that tree __—_ 
He, whiſtling, * * 3 5 
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mate the ſong of joy; ye bards of Merven! 
that our foul, may forget the paſt. n 
red ſtars look on us from the clouds , and fi: 
tently deſcend.” Soon fhall the grey beam af 
the morning Hſe, and ſhew us the foes of Cor: 


mac. — Fillan! take the "ſpear of che king; 
g0 to Mors's dark - brown fidel Let thine eyes - 


travel "over the heath, Hke flames of firs." Ob- 
ſerve the foes of Fingat, and the courſe ge- 
nerous Carhmor, I hear a diſtant found, like 
the falling of rocks in the delart. 5 But 
mite "thou thy ſhield, at tittes, that they may 
| pot come through night, and the fame bf Mir: 
ven ceaſe. — 1 begin to be alone, my ſons 5 


— 4 


Led 1 dread, the fall of toy fenown. '\71." 772484 "OB 


* 8 e 


The voice of the bards aroſe; The als 
leaned on the ſhield of Trenmor. —— Sleep 
deſcended on his eyes; his future battleg roſe 
in his dreams. The hoft are fleeping around, 


Dark - hatred Fillan obſeryed the foe. His Bere | 


are on a diſtant bill: we F at times, . 


1 * . 


e wiel. 5 ; 
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. This: peo vpens'; we may ppi. tg enidiihe, 


- with a ſoliloquy of Offian, WhO had retired, from 


the reſt of the army; to mourn for m ſo Oſcar. 


Upon hearing the noiſe of Cathmor's army approach- 


ing, he went to And out is brother Fillan, who 


: Gn the watch, on the Kill of Mora, in the . 
. of Fingal's ary. In the converſation or the bro- 
thers, the epiſode of Conar, the fon of Tinthor, 
who was the - firſt king of Ireland; is 3 
which lays. open the origin of the conteſts between 


* - . 8 4 


the Cai and Firbolg, the tuo nations who firſt por 6 


| fſſed rhamſclves of hat Iſland. Offian kingles a fire 
on. Mora; ; upon which Cathmor deſiſted from the 8 


ben he had formed of ſurpriſing the army of che 
Caledonians. He calls a council of his chiefs; re- 
primands Foldath for adviſing a night - attack, as the 
| Liſh army were ſo much ſuperior in number to che 


enemy. The bard Fonar introduces the ſtory of 


crothar, the anceſtor of the king, „Which throws 


| further light on the hiſtory of Ireland, and the origi- 


nal pretenſions of the family of Atha, to the chro- 


ne of chat kingdom. The Iriſh chiefs lie down to 4 
| reſt, and Cathmor jhimſelf undertakes the watch. 
Wy In his circuit, round he army, he is met by Offi- 
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Camor obtains / a promiſe From Offian, ro order | 
. Ulegy to be ſung over the grave'of Cairbar; 


ir being the opinion of the times, thar the ſouls of 

"als dead could not be happy; till their elegies wers 

. . ſang. by-a bard. Morning comes. Cathmar and 

och benz 48d s lan, caſually, moning ;vith 

amid che fon of Kinfens, ſends that bard., With a 
eee ſangy te the tomb ef Cairdar. 
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25 Addreſies matks fotrita: of: decealed 8 are 
OY common, in the compoſitions. of Often. He, "ca 
ever, \ expreſſes them in ſuch. language, as pre- 


athes of heroes, Trengor!. Inollex of ed. 
| dying winds! where the dark-red courſe 
of thunder marks the troubled clouds! n Open thou 
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Vvents all ſuſpicion of hig "Paying. divine honours 
105 the dead, as was uſual Among other na» 
© irons: — From the ſequel of this apoſtrophe , / 
Dee, d. Oil. eee Fam, ahh roll 
aden army, to manrn, in ſecret, over the death | 
of his ſon Oſcar... This: intlicec merhod df nar- 
tation has much of the nature of the Drama, 
more Lorcible than 1 wenular hiftorſcal 


wt 


* $ 
4 
2 
a and is 
: 
x 
o 
\ 
1 k 
__ - ; 
3 


* 


- 5 chain 


a 


1 N. 
0 * - A 
| ? % 


: EX 8 Ag 
50 T.EMORA: Boo ll. 


thygſtormy balls, and let the bards of old FP 
near: let them draw near, with their ſongs and 
their half - viewleſs harps. No dweller of miſty 


* comes; no hunter unknown at his ſtreams; 
bdut 5 


i: \ | . 
chain of circumſtances. The abrupt manner of 
O ,ſſian may often render him obſcure to inatten· 
33 - _ © tive readers. Thoſe who retain his poems. on 
memory, ſeem to be ſenſible of this; and uſual- 
ly give the hiſtory of the pieces minutely, a 


e eee | CRT 
This 7+ | * N ROE 4 27 
955 * this tack has ale 8 not the 
leaſt important part of Temora. The poet, in 
| ſeveral epiſodes, runs up the cauſe of the war to | 
the very ſource. The firſt population of Ireland, 
the wars between the two nations who original- _ 
I posſeſſed that Island, its "firſt race of kings, 
and the revolutions of its government, are im- 
portant facts, and are delivered by the poet, 
with ſo little mixture of the fabulous, that one 
cannot help preferring his accbünts to the im- 
FPerbebte figions of the Scotch and krih hiſtori- 
gans. The Milefian fables of thoſe gentlemen 
bear about them the marks of a late invention. 
©. To trace their legends to their ſource would be 
no difficult taſk; but a 8 of this fort 20 
> youu extend ann „ | 
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as the car-borne Oſcar Bors the folds of: was. 


Sudden is thy change, my ſon, from what thou 
wert on dark Moilena! The blaſt - folds thee in 


its ſkirt , and ruſtles en the * „ —_— . 


tvs 


- Doſt thou not behold dy balborg at thi 
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1 of night? The chiefs' of Morven ſleep 


far - diſtant-. They have loſt no ſon. But ye 
have loſt a hero, chiefs of ſtreamy Motven! 
Who could equal his ſtrength, when battle coll- 
| ed againſt his ſide, like the darlheſt of crowd- 
ed waters? '——— Why this cloud on Offidn's-. 
foul? It ought to burn in danger. Erin is near 
ith. her - hoſt. The king of Motven is alone. 

Alone thou ſhalt not be, my N 


vhile 1 can lift the ſpear. 8 
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Cathmor wis near with an army. When Cair« 5 


| bar was killed, the tribes who attended him, fell 
back to Cathmor; who, as it afterwards appears, 

had taken « reſohition to ſurprize Fingal by - 
night. Fillan was dispatched to the hill of Mo- 
. eee, 
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not heard, 1 ſhook! for the ſon of Fingal. 


Why ſhould the foe come, by night; and the 
dark haired warrior fail? —— Diſtant, * "(allen * 
murmurs riſe: like the noiſe of the lake of Le- 


go, when its waters ſhrink, in the days gf 


froſt, and all irs. burſting ice reſounds. The 
people of Lara look to heaven, and foreſee the 
ftorm;\ — My ſteps are forward on the heath: 
the ſpear of Oſcar in my hand. Red few 
looked from high. I gleamed, along the night. 
— I Fillan ſilent before me, bending 
forward „ee Mora's Oe” He heard the ſhout 


— eee 8 1 45 1. 
tuation were affairs, when Offian, upon hearing 
the noiſe of the approaching enemy, went to. 
find out his brother, Their converſation natural?” 
ly introduces the epiſode, concerning Conar the 
ſon of Trenmor the firſt Iriſh monarch, Which 

is fo neceſſary to the underſtanding of the founda- 
don of the rebellion and uſurpation of Cairbar 


LAY and Cathmor. <=— Fillan was the youngeſt of 


the ſons of Fingal, then, living. He aud Bosmi - 
na, mentioned, in the battle of Lora, were the 
only children of the king, by Clatho the daugh- 
__ ter of Cathulla king of Inis- tore „ whom he had 
taken to wife, after the death of ak 
N the daughter Nee. Mac » n of Ire- 
land. 7 | 


# 
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of the foe; the joy of his ſoul/aroſe, He heard © 
my ſounding tread, and turned his lifted fpear. 

| Comeſt thou, ſon of night, in peace? Or 
doſt thou meet my wrath? The foes of Fingal 
are mine. Speak, or fear my ſteel. —— 1 


1 ſtand,” not in vain, the ſhield. of Morven's race. | 


e AF * 3 2 wat; "1 33 2h 


| Never mayft thou fand in vain , ; fon of £ 
blue eyed Clatho. Fingal begins 9150 alone; 5 
darkneſs gathers on the laſt of his days. Yet 


he 9 two e who.ought ta ſhine in war 4 | 
8 F 3 


: nee >> hare Lang 3 
2) Thar is, two tons! iel e | 
n Jon of Fingal, was, at that time, on an expe- 
dition, Which is mentioned in one of the leſſer 
poems of Oſſian. He, according to ſome tradi- 
tions, Was the auceſtor of Fergus, the ſon of 
not! re or Arcath, commonly called Fergus, the ſes 
cond in 'the Scotch hiſtories, The beginning of 
the reign. of Fergus, over. the Scots, is placed, 
by the moſt approved annals of Scotland, in the 
tourth year of the fifth age: a full century after 
0 © te dank of Oſſian. The genealogy of his fami- 
 - by is recorded thus by the highland,» Sehachies 
Fergus Mac- Arcath. Mac : Chongael, Mac Fergus, 
1 n 1 bug * . n fon 
75 i" E . * tine 110 0 . 
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| Who' ought to be two beams of tight, neer 
ag of his er e e 


ö | San, of Fingal,: ind the pits it is not 
| long ſince I raiſed the ſpear, Few are the 
marks of my ſword in battle, but my ſoul is 
fire. The chiefs of Bolga * ) crowd around the 
| ſhield of generous Cathmor. Their gathering 
is on that heath. Shall my ſteps approach their 
hoſt? 1 yielded to Olear alone , 2 in the ſtrife 
5 'F the races, on Cona. 0 9 


: - 


Fila, thou ſhalt not bite their hoſt; 
* Fall before thy fame is known. My name 
is heard in ſong: when needful I advance. — 


WN * . of Ac. e hall View: their 
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of Arcath, the ſon of Congal, the fon of Fer. 
Sus, the fon of Fingal the viforiour. This ſub- 

ject is treated more at large „ in "the Aiden 
prefixed ro the poem. 5 


D- eden ee of bud ear vr an. 6 
me, under the name of Bolga, from the Fir- 

- bolgror Belge of Britain, who! ſettled 4 'colony - 
there. Bolg ſigniſies a- quiver , from which pro- 
oeed Fir- bolg, i. e. bo- men, ſo called from 
Fee more than any e 
ke nations, - PA | 
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Sleaming tribes. Wny, Fillan; didſt thou 
ſpeak of Oſcar, to call forth my ſigh? I muſt 
forget ) the warrior, till the ſtorm is rolled 
away. Sadneſs ought not to dwell in —— 


A 


nor the tear in the eye of war. Our fathers | 


3 the. ſong of bards aroſe, 
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forgot. their fallen ſons, tilla the noiſe of arm 
was paſt. Then ſorrow returned to the tomb 


— 


4 8 
It 5 remarkable, that, after. 551 3 1 Ofear 
is, not mentioned in all. Temora-. The fituations 


of the characters who alt in the poem, are fo in- 
; rereſting thar others , forejgu to the ſubje&@, © 5 
could not be introduced wich any luſtre, Tho” the ; 


epiſode, which follows, may ſeem to flow natu - 


5 5 rally enough from the converſation of \ the bro. 
thers: yer I have ſhewn,, in- a preceding note, 
and, more at large, in the disſertation prefixed | 
© £ to this collection, that the poet had 3 2 farther _ 3» 


defigu in view. It is highly probable, tho”. the 


Iriſh annaliſts do not agree with Offian in other 
particulars, that the Conat here mentioned is 


te fame with their Conar - 8. 1 e. Conar 
en thor How in the da 821 


the great, 
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4. [Comer 1— was G beo FA & 8 firſt 
of mortab men. His | battles were on every 
coaſt: A thouſand fireams rolled down the 
blood of his foes. His fame filled green Erin, | 
like a pleaſont gale. The nations gathered in 

| ES ye ”"_ org blelled the e the king of 


"+ by 


q | ) Conar, the firſt king of Iceland, was the fon of 
Trenmor, the great - grand - father of Fingal. It 

was on account of this family · connection, that 

oY 2 Fingal was engaged iu ſo many wars in the cau- 
| ſe of the race of Conar. Tho' few of the a- 


. 


= 
= * 2 


6 f Bo _ of Trenmor are mentioned in Offian's po- 
„ = * ens, yet, from, the honourable appellations be · 
pet ſtowed on him , we may conclude, that he Was, 


SE x in the days of che poet, the moſt renowned na- 
| Gat me of antiquity. The moſt probable opinion 
Concerning him is, that he was the firſt, who 
= 7 © tribes of the Caledomtans, and com- 
: . : 7 manded them, in chief, againſt the incurſions 
r the Romans, The genealogiſts of the North 
1 4 | | have traced his family far back, and given a lift 
» EET "of his anceſtors to Cuanmor non lan, or Con- 
| N mor of the ſwords, who, e to them, 
PEW firſt who croſſed the great ſea, to cale- 
dona, from which circumſtance his name pro · 
ceeded, which - ſignifies Great ocean. Genealo- 
gies of ſo ancient a date, howerer , are little o 
be depended npog, / | 


— 


the race of weis Beben. from he land 3 
e N on; *. 5 it 91 1 *. 4s r 7 4 1 
or 458 n it . fag I es | 
The chiefs #). 8 che couch were e 3 
in " darkneſs of their pride. In the horrid | 
A Moma, they. mixed their, ſecret words. 
Thither often, they ſaid, the ſpirits of their 3 
fathers came: ſhewing their pale forms from i 
the chinky rocks, and reminding them of te 
| honour of Bolga., —— Why ſhould Corr _— 4 
the foh ene, . 2 9 3 
iir e | £ - 
They came for ris. like the fireang of Ry * 
. with the roar of their hundred tribes, - | 
Conar was a rock before them: broken they - EW 
rolled on every fide. But often they returned, 7 
and the ſons of Lllin fell. The king ſtood, 85 
ng the bombs: of his warriors, and rea; 
RIEL IE n dent 5 


Fl 72 ; 
* Jn | Senne 2%. 


9 The chiofs-of the Fir- bolts who- porflſed dem. 
ſelves of the ſouth” of Ireland, prior, perhaps, "MN | 
do the ſettlement of the Cat of Caledonia, and * 
mme Hebrides, in Uider. From the ſequel, it ap- 
pears, that the Fir- bolg were, by much, 6 
mot powerful nation; and it is probable, hs 


; 


%. 


mme Cndl mut hate 3 „ 
l een lasen from at race 2 X xs 
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bent his mournful face. His ful was nel! 
into itſelf; he marked the place, where he was 
to fall; when Trathal came, in his ſtrength, 
the chief” of cloudy Morven. —— Nor did he 
come alone: Colgar *) was at his ſide; Colgar 
| the on. of the king and of white- boſomed Sell? 


. : 1 1 2071110 


corma. . | 
| ; 13 ' riucorlt 518 130181 


As — ebe with meteors; des 
ſcends from the halls of thunder, pouring the 
dark ſtorm before him ovet the troubled ſea; 


ſo Colgar deſcended to battle, and waſted the 


ecchoing field. | His kant rejoiced over the 
hero: but an arrow came, His tomb was rail. 


- 

% 1 * f 7 

1 ? * R 1 2 1 
* * *. ; 1 , - 4 J N 


blue eyes, ee was hs eldeft of the ſons & 

/ Trathal: Comhal, who was the father of Fingal, 

© was very young, when the preſent expedition to 
Ireland happened. It is rematkable, that, of all 

his anceſtors, the poet makes the leaſt mention 

of Comhal; which; probably, proceeded from 

the unfortunate life and untimely death of that 
hero. From ſome paſſages , concerning him, we 
learn, indeed, that he was brave, but he want · 
ed condact, and, as Offian exprefles it, his ſoul 
wan dark. This impartiality , with reſpect to a 
character ſo. near him, 3 honour on 2 


- Py | 5 
* 4 poet. * 
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ed, without a ds The king was to revenge 


his ſon. —— | He lightened forward i in battle * 
till Bolga yielded at her ſtreams. FEELS 


PY l 


When peace returned to the land; _ bis 
blue wayes bore the king to Moryen: then he 
remembered his fon, and poured. the ſilent tear. 
Thrice did the bards, at the cave of Furm6no, 
call the ſoul of Colgar. They called him to 
the hills of his land; he heard them in his 
miſt. Trathal placed his ſword in the cave, 
that the ſpirit of his ſon might Tejoice.)..; 


-#) Colgar , ent of Trathal, ſaid” Fillan, 5 
thou wert renowned in youth! But the king 
has not marked my ſword, bright- ſtreaming. 
on the field. 1 80 forth with the crowd: I re- 


turn, without my fame. - But the foe ap- 
proaches, 1 Offien. 1 hear their murmur on the 
Fat a heath. 


7 


on The poet © lens here to ail Nong 1 Hes 

Aer of Fillan ; who is to make ſo great a figure 

in the ſequel of the poem. He has the impati- 

ence , the ambition and fire, which dre peculiar 

E rar Kindled wich che kame ef Oolg-- 

by r, he forgets. his untimely fall. From 

Fillau's expreſſions in this paſſage, it would ſeem, 

4 that he was, e n . 8 
; his youth, 8 


* 
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heath.” The ſound of their fteps is like thun - 


der, in the boſom of the ground; when the 


rocking hills ſhake their groves, and not a 


. blaſt ä * the Gurkened ys 


W 


Sudden 1 Uuned on my ! d rabid 
the flame of an oak on high. I ſpread it large, 


on Mora s wind. Cathmor ſtopt i in his courſe. 


— _ Gleaming he ſtood, like a rock, on who- 
fe ſides are the wandering of blaſts; which ſei- | 


ze its ecchoing ſtreams) and clothe them over 


with ice: So ſtood the friend *) of ſtrangers. 
The winds lift his heavy lacks. Thou art the 


_ talleſt of the race of Erin, n of N 


Firſt of bards A u camo Fonar on * 


; call the . chiefs of Erin. Call red- hair d Cor · 


mar > 


* — 


. 


0 Cane is diſtiaguiſhed , * W 


ie, on account of his generoſity to ſtrangers, 


Which was ſo great as to be . even 
in tboſe days of hofpitality. + 
rer 


© >» © "upon any perſon, tilt he had diſtingaifticd -hims. 


e ms remarkable ds. dem which his 
5 3d name 
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mar, dark - browed Malthos , the | fide - long- 
looking gloom of Marönan. Let the pride of 
Foldath appear: the red rolling eye of ,Turl6tho. 
Nor let Hidalla be forgot; his voice, in dan- 
ger, is like the ſound of a ſhower, when it falls 
in the blaſted vale, near Atha's 1 80 ſtream 
They came, in. their 8 arms. "They 
bent forward to bis voice, as if a ſpirit of their 


fathers ſpoke from a cloud of night. —, Dregd- 


ful ſhone they to the light; like the fall of 
the ſtream of Brumo *), when the meteor 
lights it, before the nightly ſtranger. Shud- 
dering, he ſtops in his i looks * | 
© for the beam of the morn. | 


#2 
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6 i ; 5M FT # : ; T : . 3 
* * o o 


Tr r 1 name 38 0 dated 1 it 10 4 . 
8 5 7 naines in the poenn of Offian, ſuit ſo well with 
dhe charafters of the perſons who bear chem. 


Oe was Place of worſhip (Finz. b. 6.) a | 
Craca, which is ſuppoſed to be one of the iſles 
of Shetland. It was thought, that che ſpirits * 
the deceaſed haunted it, by night, Which adds 
more terror to the deſcription introduced 2 
a The horrid circle of Bramo, where often, t 
{ ſaid,” the ghoſts of the ind beds tend the 
* of fear. Fing. | 
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*) Why delights Foldath , ſaid the king, 

to pour the blood of foes, by night? Fails his 

arm in battle, in the beams of day? Few are 

che foes before us, why ſhould we clothe us 

in miſt? The valiant delight t to I in the 
' battles of their land. . 8 


Thy counſel was in vain, chief of Moma; 
the eyes of Morven do not ſleep. They are 
watchful, as eagles, on their moſly rocks. 
Let each colled, beneath his cloud, the ſtrength 
of his roaring tribe. To- morrow 1 move, in 
light, to meet the foes of Bolga ! — Migh- 

ty *) was he, that is low, the race of Borbar - | 
Kai” F „ 


) From this paſſage, it appears, that it was Fol- 

 dath who had adviſed the night - attack. The 

gloomy character of Foldath is properly contraſted | 

to the generous, the open Cathmor. Offian is 

peculiarly happy in oppoſing different characters, 

and, by that means, in heightening the featu- 

res of both. Foldath appears to have been the 

favourite of Cairbar, and it cannot be denied 

but he was a proper enough miniſter to ſuch 

2 prince, He was cruel and iimpetuous, but 

ſeems to have had great martial merit. 7 

9 By this exclamation Cathmor intimates, that ne 

: FS beate ee eee the death of his brother 
| Cairbar. 


; 
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| Not i ſaid Foldath, ene my 
ſteps before thy race. In light, I met the foes 
of Oairbar; the warrior praiſed my deeds. ——> 
But his ſtone was raiſed without a tear, No 
bard ſung *) over Erin's king; and ſhall his 
| foes rejoice along their moſſy hills? —— No: 
they muſt not rejoice: he was the friend of 
Fioldath. Our words were mixed, in ſecret, in 
Moma's fi lent cave; whilſt thou, a boy in the 
field, purſuedſt the thiſtle's beard. ——, With 
Moma's . ſons I ſhall ruſh abroad, and. find the 


foe, on his duſky bills. Fingal ſhall lie without | 


his ſong, the grey- - haired king of end- . 


Doſt thou think, thou feeble nan; replied 
the chief of Atha; doſt thou think, that he can 


fall, without his fame, in Erin? Could the 


bards be ſilent, at the tomb of the mighty 
Fingal? The ſong would burſt in ſeeret; and 
the ſpirit of the king rejoice. = 
thou ſhalt fall, that the bard ſhall 'forget the 
_ ſong. Thou art dark, chief of Moma, tho? 
; thing arm is 4 tempeſt in war. — Do I for- 


Page” get 


De Wa as n e 


Was, in thoſe days, reckoned the greateſt mis- 


fortune that, could befall a man; a his ſoul 


It is, when 


an 


hu could not vtec: bare the wu 
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get the Kon of Erin, In his narrow houſe? My 
ſoul is not loſt to Cairbar, the brother of my 
love. I marked the bright beams of joy, which 


travelled over his cloudy mind, when 1 ng | 


ed, with A to Ache * the ſtreams. 


„ "Tall * Hot: beneath the words "ie 
the king; each to his own dark tribe; where, 
humming , they rolled on the heath, faint - glit- 
tering to the ſtars: like waves, in the rocky bay, 
before the nightly wind, —— Beneath an oak, 


. 


bay the chief of Atha: his ſhield, a duſky 


round, hung high. Near him, agsinſt a rock, 
leaned the ſtranger *) of Inis-huna: that beam 


of light, with wandering locks, from Lumon 


of the roes. — At diſtance roſe the voice 
of Fonar, with the deeds of the days of old. 


The Ow 2 8 at wy in Eubar's F 
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| + - By PO MRS of Fly « haidea,. is eu . | 
- — the daughter of Conmor king of Inis- Runa, 

tue ancient name of that part of South -Britain , 

- which is next to the Iriſh coaſt. = She had 

- - + Followed Cathmor in disguiſe. Her- ogy is re- 
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ins Res 3 Grader; -begun the tbard;. firſt dwelt at 

s maſſy ſtream. A thouſand F*:) one,; 
E the e formea his ecchoing hall. 
. 555 e 1 e 


8 4 
. 


5 = Doe hs enced of, Cathmor, Fre p44 
: firſt of his family , who had ſer:led in Atha. It 
wWuoaas in his time, that the firt wars were Und - 
led between the Fir -bolg and Cael. The pro- 
priety of the epiſode i is evident; as, dhe conteſt, 
which originally roſe between Crothar and Co- 
5 mar. , Tublfted afterward” between their poſtetity : 
and Was the foundation of the fir of the 


F * E Fix Jae A SW 


EW poem. 22 + 4p 42 kat“ 23 
**) From this circumſtance we may learn, that the 
art df building with None Was Rot Kijown in 

eeland fo early as the days of Cethar. Wen 

tte colony were long ſettled in the cbuntry, the 

arts of civil life began to increaſe among them: 

| for we find mention made of the towers ef Atha 

in the time of Cathmor, which cbuld not well 

be applied to wooden buildings. In Caledonia 

f they begun very 3 to build with tone. No 

. 1 ne of the houſes of of Fingal, excepting Ti · foir- 

* 5. | mal, were of wood. Ti foirmal Was the. great | 

X27 K Ball, where the bards met to repeat their compo- 5 

| We, 7 diess annually, before they ſubmitted them to 
the judgment of the king in Selma. By ſome. 

* this wooden, hauls happened 
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The gathering of the people was there, at 
the feaſt of the blue-eyed king. But 


who , among his chiefs , was like the ſtately 


Crathar ! ? Warriors kindled in his preſence. The 
young ſigh of the virgins roſe. In Alnecma ) 


was the warrior honoured, the Tt of the race 


of Bolga. 3 | 


He purſued the chace in Unin: : on the 


moſs . covered top of Drumirdo. From the wood 
looked the daughter of Cathmin, the blue -rolling 
eye of Con- lima. Her ſigh roſe in ſecret, . She 
bent her bead „ midſt her wandering locks. The 
| f moon 


. $2 | we 4] 2 x | ; 
1 5 | | F 
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"83" P to be burnt, and an ancient bard, in the cha- 


n tadter of Oſſian, has left us a curious catalogue 


of the furniture which it contained. The poem 
; is; not juſt now in my hands, otherwiſe I would 
lay here a translation of it before the reader. 


It has little poetical merit, and (evidently bears 
the marks of a period much oo than that 


wherein Fingal lived. 


* Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was t Prneſeiir name 
of Connaught. Ullin is ſtill the Iriſh name of 

| the province of Ulſter. To avoid the multiplying 
of notes, I ſhall here give the ſigniſication of the 
names in this epiſode. Drumardo, high - ridge. 


Cathmin, calm in battle. Cn - lamha, ſoft band. 
Turloch, man ef the quiver. Cormul, blue ce. 


* 
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moon looked in, at night; and ſaw the FTW | 
toſſing of her arms: for ſhe thought off" the 
mighty Crothar, in the ſeaſon of her- dreams. c 


Three days 'fealted Crothar with Cat ain " 
On the fourth they awaked the binds. + Con- 
lima moved to the chace oy with all her lovely 
ſteps. She met Crorhar in the nartow path. 
The bow feil, at once, from her band. She 
turned her face away, and half - hid it with her 
locks. —— The love of Crothar roſe. He 


* 
20 


brought the white: boſomed maid. to, Aths. - 8 
Ne reisen She ſont in ben e, Þy bt 


r the daughter of UI lin. 
The pride of Turloch roſe, A 18 8 8 
ved the white - handed Con lima. He came, 
with battle; to Alnecma; to Atha of the toes. 
Cormul went forth to the ſtrife, the brother of 5 
ear - borne Crothar. He went forth, but he fell, 
and the ſigh of his people roſe. Silent 
and tall, acroſs rhe ſtream, came the darkening 
ſtrength of Crothar: he rolled the foe from 
Alneema, and een a the joy * Con- | 
be . PAL | wr w_ 700 
| Battle on battle comes. Blood is I} | 
on blood. The tombs. of the valiant riſe. 
ug clouds are hung round with ghoſts. The 
'E 2 | chiefs 


% 
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nely on graſſy tombs. x 


{== He pouted/his might along green Brin. 


* f 0 E | 4 
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chiefs of the ſouth gathered round erecehving 


ell of Crothar. He came, with death, to 


ther paths: of the foe. The | virgins wept, a 
the ſtreams. of Ullin. They looked to the miſt 


*of "he hill, no bunter deſcended from its folds. 
Sitence darkened in n the land: * 1 lo- 


FT 


[6] $5. 

ale Deleending like the eagle of inves with 
0 tits ruſtling wings; when he forſakes the 
blaſt with joy, the ſon of Trenmor eame; Co- 
N mar, erm of death, from Morven of the groves. 


Death dimly ſtrode behind his ſword. The ſons 
of Bolga fled from his courſe, as from a ſtream, 


that burſting from the ſtormy dpſart, rolls the 


fields together, with all their ecchoing-; woods. 
n W * met him in ae but would 


5. 4 | 


* * 1 


Fu © The delicacy of the bard, with regard t to es, 
gala 1 remarkable. As he was the anceſtor of Carh- 
mor, to whom the epifode is addreſſed the bard 
ſoliens his defeat, by only. mentioning har” his 

people fled. - Cathmor took the ſong of Fo- 

nar in an unfavourable light. The bards, being 


hs bo of the order of the " Pruids, ho Persal to 


a foreknowledge of events, were ſuppoſed to h 
ve ſome ſapernatural preſcience of fururiry, The 


a \ 


| 5 "OS. a A 1. i 
* F . ” % 1 7 x * 4 
2 : + of 
* * ; 
A tap 


„ 10 eo My. 60 Ro 


necma's/warciors. fled, ./ Dh6-king 6k. Atha ſio w- 3 
l retired, in the grief of his out; Heß after? . 
Wards, ſhone in the ſouth: but dim as the ſun "0 

of Autumn; when he viſits; in his robe .  -} 
miſt, Lara of dark ſtreams. The withered: graſe: -, 
1s covered with dew dhe field, tho e is 5 


fad. wm 2 
et. Mer | RG fog) 6.0 Nd | I 


gy; wakes the back i beter ine, ſaid Fach = 

mor, the memory of thoſe who fled? Has ſome 
ghoſt, fföm bis duſky cloud, bent forward ts 
thine ear; to frighten” Cathmor ftöm the field 1 
with the-tates of old?” Dwellets of the fold? of —— 
| night, your voice is but a blaſt to me; wier LY Y 
takes the grey thiſtle's head, and firews its - 6 
| beard: on ſtreams. Within my boſom is a voie“ 
others hear it not. His ſoul forbids the” kitigg ; 


of Erin to ſhrink back from war. Poo THE I 
H:f PBS ++ af re tk Sch Stew? Wd  - 

"7 . 8 er n hd : 
"2 king chonght,, char de erer of Four $ OE = 
1 1 from his foreſeeing the uno „ 

i of the War; aud MI His ow e . _ 
>" ad in that ef hiv" dli@Ror G PR. 


The artitude of the bard , ufer 3 1 = 
55 oy of his | patron ,' is- pictures qua and alſecting We | „ 


. adanice the ſpeech of Camo but lament the 15 "> 
; (effec, N e NY FR vn FER. If 
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Abaſhed the bard finks back in night: re- 
tired, he bends above a ſtream. His thoughts 
are on the days of Atha, when Cathmor heard 
his ſong with joy. His tears come n down: 
N winds are in his beard, WT 07 


Erin ſleeps around. No hes comes "GH 
on Cathmor's eyes. Dark, in his ſoul, he ſaw 
the - ſpirit: of low · laid Cairbar. He ſaw him, 
without his ſong , rolled in a blaſt of night. 
He roſe. His ſteps were round the hoſt. | He 
ſtruck, at times, bis ecchoing ſhield. The. 
found , xeached Oſſian's ear, on Mora * the 
Wat „ 2 HEE POT 
| { Fillan, 1 ſaid, the foes advance. 1 wa. 
the ſhield of war Stand thou in the narrow 
path. Oſſian ſhall mark their courſe. If over 
my fall the hoſt ſhall pour; then becthy buck | 
ler heard. Awake the king on his heath, leſt 
his fame ſhould ceale. 


nt 1 ftrode. in. "all my rattling arms; ve > 
bounding, over a ſtream, that darkly, winded, in 

che beld, beſore ihe king of Atba. Green 
Atha's king, with lifted ſpear, came forward 
on my courſe.” = — Now would we have 
mixed in horrid fray, like two contending 
_ ghoſts, that be Y: i forward, from two $2406 
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ſend forth! the roating winds; did not Ofen 15 
behold, on high, the helmet of Erin's king's! 
The Eagle's wing ſpread above it, ruſtling iq 
| the breeze. A Fed ſtar looked thro” the pls. 
mes. 1 ſtopt the lifted * 1 2 | 


1 The helmet of kings is before PA Who | 
g art thou, ſon of night? Shall Offiat's 8 | ſpear be 
renowned . when thou art lowly - - laid — At 
once he dropt the gleaming lance. . Growing 
before me ſeemed the form. He ftretched his 


band! in N and k tha words of An 8 


03 thus in ſhades? I have wiſhed for F tay 
tely ſteps in Atha; in the days of feaſts. — 
Why ſhould my ſpeat now ariſe? The ſun * 
behold us, Oſſian; when Je bend gleaming , * 
in the ſtrife. Future warriors ſhall mark the. 
place: and, ſhuddering, think of other years. ' 
They ſhall mark it, like the haunt of „ > 
| pleaſant and dreadful to the foul... 33 
And ſhall it be forgot, 1 ſaid , where we 
meet in peace? Is the remembrance of battles. 
always pleaſant to the ſoul? Do not we bchold,. 
with joy, the place where our fathers feaſted ? 


j 


But our eyes are full of tears, on eee * 


their. wars, — Thin Kone en rife, with all. 
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its noſgy:: and ipeask RE other years: Here . 


Cathmor and Oſkan met! the warriors met in 
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<3 
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peace!” — When thou, o ſtone, ſhalt fail: 
and Lubar's ſtream roll quite away: then ſhall 
the traveller come and bend here. perhaps, in 
xeſt,. When the , darkened, moon is rolled over 
his head, ; our ſhadowy forms may come, and, 
mixing” with his dreamsY remind him. of this 
Place. But why turneſt, thou ſo dark away e 
ſon of Borbar- duthul or Rat 


#3: {53 * 1 
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No ILY 5 of Fingal, frat we "feed 
theſe winds. Our deeds are ſtreams of light 4 
before the eyes of bord. But darkneſs | is roll- 

ed on Atha: the king is low, withour his ſong; 
fill” there was 4 beam toward sthmor from 
bis ſtormy foul; like the moon, in a Spots 

-amidft nk dark - red * af chunder. 63 2 
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by Moo 1 e furl warrior of he rk-brown | 
2 eye. That his name ſuited - well with 


"Ke | 2 we may eaſily conceive, God e ſtory de- 


Bvered concerning him, by Malthos, toward the, 
5 be fogh book. He was the brother of 
75 chat Colculla, who is mentioned i in the, epiſady 
"which — the fourth book. 
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9: oaths of Erin 1 replied, my nn e 
not in his houſe *). My hatred flies, on eng. 
le- wing; from the foe that is low. — He 
ſhall hear ee Cairbar ſhall re- 
| Joice - on nn r 1 


oF: A * yr; 
> J 


4184 1 


Cech mor 5 Frelling foul 4 he took hk 
dene. from his fide 3 and placed it gleaming 
in my. hand. He placed it in my hand, with 
| fight ,, and, filent, - ſtrode away. Mine 
eyes followed his departure. He dimly gleamed, 
like the form of a ghoſt, which meets a rand. > 
ler; by night, on the dark - Kirted: heath. His 
words ure dark like ſongs of old: with . 0 
Aides ths, en ſhade . e 


© HL % 


WW 255 Who comes * Lubar' s vale? : 8 


the fold of the morning - - miſt? ? The . 
ie cl. 612. I N DI GH R$. heaven 
Yi oe FRO . 208.215 | 
e often bed called. a 3 This. 
reply of Oſian abounds with the moſt exaked ſen- 
e "te timents of a noble mind. Tho?, of all men li.. 
ä he was the moſt injured by  Caifbar,, yet ; . 
ext | he-lays aſide his rage, as the foe; was low, How © 
different is this from the behaviour of the heroes 
FFP ͤͤ ĩ ·˙¹:mmàꝛ—ỹſ̃ ñũͥ ¼k24ʃ 3 


oy The arcane of the ſecond diy, a the open ETA. 
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heaven are on his head. His ſteps are in the 
paths of the ſad: It is Carril of other times! 

He comes from Tura's ſilent cave. I behold it 
dark in the rock, thro the thin folds of miſt. 
„ perhaps, Cuchullin tits, on the blaſt 
| : 2 % 9 


3 Aged 2 mw. 1 } 276 145 
3 my of che poem, comes on. —— Aſter the 


2 a Leah of Cuchulliy, Carril, the ſon of Kinfena: 
his bard, retired to the cave of Tua, whick 
. in the neighbourhood of Moi - lena, the ſce- 8 
1 ne of the poem of Temora. His caſual appeat- 
* , ance here enables Oſſian to fulfil immediatelx 
| | 2 the promiſe he had made to .Cathmor 5 of cauſ- 


Gy": "ing the funeral fong to be pronounced over he n 
tomb of Cairbar. —— The whole of this pas- 
| ſage, together with the addreſs of Carril to the 
I un, is a lyric meaſure, and was, undoubtediy, 
. intended as a relief ro the mid, after the long 
narrative which preceded it. Tho' the lyric pie- 
ces, ſcattered through the poems of Offian, are 
certainly very beautiful in the original, yet they , 
4 muſt appear much to dis advantage, ſtripped of 
muubers, and the harmony of rhyme. In the 
reciĩtative or narrative part of the poem, the ori- 
geinal is rather a meaſured ſort of proſe, than 
any regular verſification ; but it has all thut va- 
| | | - -xiety of cadences, which ſait the different ideas, 
| T: and paſſions of the ſpeakers. —— This hook 
"A s up —_— Ex Few hours, 
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; which: bends its trees. - Pleaſant is” the ſong. of 
the morning from the bard of Ein. 


The waves 0 away for f—- ; they hear 
the ſound of thy coming forth 50 ſun! — 
Terrible is thy beauty, ſon of heaven , when 
death i is folded i in thy locks; when thou rolleſt 
thy vapors before thee, over the blaſted hoſt. _ 
But pleaſant is thy beam to the hunter, fitting | 
by the rock in a ſtorm; when thou lookeſt 


from thy parted cloud , and brighteneſt his 


dewy locks; be looks down on the ſtreamy vale, 
and beholds the deſcent. pf roes. How 
long ſhalt thou riſe on war; and roll, a bloody. 
| ſhield, thro' heaven? I ſee the deaths of heroes 
dark - wandering over thy face! . Why wand 
der the words of Carril? does the ſon of heaven 


mourn? he is unſtained in his courſe, ever re- 
Joicing in his fire. —— Roll on, thou care- 


leſs light; thou too, perhaps, muſt fall. Thy 


dun robe *) may Teize thee, firuggling, in 


9 ſky. 
i Pleaſant is the voice of be ſong, o Carril, 


to "(fan's ſoul! It is like the ſhower of the 
: a | 
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morning. 2 Shen irleumes through — 
vale, on which the ſun locks thro” miſt; juſt 
riſing from his rocks. —— But this is no ti- 
me, o bard, to fit down, at "the ſtrife of ſong, 
Finga [ is" in ms on the vale. Thou {6ſt the 
7 ſhield of che king. His face darkens | 
betwe een his locks. He beholds we wide roll. 


* of Erin. - * — ; 


4 643 2 


1 624 6. 7 e 


Does not Cartil behold that tomb, def 4e 

the roaring ſtream? Three ſtones lift their grey 
heads, beneath a bending oak. A king is Tow- 

Iy laid: give thod bis ſoul to the wind. He 

in the brother of Cathmot! open his airy hall. 
— Let thy ſong be a ſtream of jey e to 

Cairbar's darkened ghoſt. 118 Os W N 
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| Morning, coming on, mi er ® ſpecch bo his peo- 


den, chief of Morurh, and ocher chiefs of tele 


/ manded the Iriſh. army (for Cathmor, after the exams. , 3 


bo Arie at himſelf. Seu, in 15 mean eme. 


| e priſe of Gaal 


Pg 


ARGUMENT: To no own. 


ple, devolres the command on Gaul. che ſon of 
| Moti; it being de cuſtom of the times, chat the 
king ſhould not engage, till the LEY of affairs 
—— required his fuperior valour and condud.. — "The | 
| king and Offan retre/to the rock of Cormul "which 
overlooked the geld of battle. The bards fing the { | | 1 
w- bg The general confi is f is deſcribed. Gaul, 
the ſon of Morni, diſtinguiſhes himſelf; kills 1 14 


name. — on the other hand, Foldath, who com- 


ple of Fingal, kept himſelf from battle) Fgkes' gal- 
lantly; kills Connal, chil of hin: lora, and advances 


* 


| nt by Fils eee "4 __ 
prodigies of valour, Night comes on. The horn of - N. 
Fingal recalls bis army. The bards meet them, with br 4 


41 
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ARGUMENT v0 Boox'Il. 


18 


3 


o and Fillan are particularly celebrated! The chiefs it 
| Wen chiefs 


and Duthcaron is introduced; which throws 


- 9 . 8 — : | ö 5 1 £4 N 1 * : 5 
ril is disparched to raiſe the tomb of Connal, _— 
rue aQtion of this. book takes up the ſecond day. 
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5 dach op 1 bd e n to“ elevite t Ln 1a 
| 7  nception, of the ſucceeding battle. The oped 
1:76 Fingal os fall of cher mas qaninο generof 
Which hisgsharaſtenzthsougba T 
| Lid groupe of figures wk pps an 
5 „ .- dis: father e kurden! deſcibed wi th 2 
IE - great erobeiety. The lese ofiGqul, [he ehe- 
. e vious! offt Flllan. aud he. eſſeſt which; both have 5 
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, b. 22 #* tif y 11's ſony 


fields? His rey 
hair is on the breeze: he half- unſheaths the 
ſword of Luno. His eyes are turned to Moi. 
lena, to the dark rolling of foes. * Doſt 
thou hear the ert i. Gl ft is} like the 
burſting of a ſtream, in the fart, when it co- 
mes between its ecchoing rocks, to the blaſted 


field of the n? 7 LE: 1609 


Wide · ſKkirtec: comes doum the foe! Sons 
of woody Morven, ariſe. Be ye like the rocks 
ande on whoſe brown. ſidęs the fol. 
TTY an ne51)) 
5 55 of wat A beam of Joy "com Pe. my 

Cul; 1 Ge hath mi ghty | bifre de. ti 
5 „ent the foe is Andie that the e ae Fin. 
gif are heard; leſt death ſhould come, without 
renown , and darkneſs dwell on his tomb. — 


zar, ogainift "the" hoſt of 
* It Han when Hanger , el that 


n r eee 99037! ind * 4 DHB my 
„ r. eee e * very Veauriful 
odr Jn the-origint/1 Broken and unegual, the num- 
bung bers repreſent he Fagitation” of his mind, divided 
between the udmiration excited by the ſileuce of 
d Odal- „(ben "others "batted of cheir own ac- 

. 1 tions) and his-- natural - affeftion'” for i Fillan , 

4 which the behaviour 1 had 
"ei raiſed to the higheſt pitch. 


«4 - 


Wb ſhall Kad th the war, "42 | 


- 


winds; and thus deſcended to battle the blue- 


| A* E P eme 85 


1 fall: Bü. Le Sa aka as. 6h. 


ſtom ; heretofbre, of :Trenmori-theigruler of 


ſhielded Trathal. 


moron 2b) y4 ifs ui , 2228 n 
{19 


- The. 8925 1 towards the E. 2 8 
takin ſeems, to claim, the war. They. tell, by. 


2 


halves, their mighty deeds and turn their eyes 


on Erin. But far before tile reſt the ſon of 


Morni ſtood: ſilent he ſtood, for who had not 
heard of the battles of Gaul? They” roſe within 


79 87104 


His fl.” His hand, in ſecrek, felted the word. 
ThE N85 752 J which. he brought” f from Simon, 
when the froigth of Moi failed * 


a * Le 

5 horadiod- gd eee po On 
. mY a 6. Ur 10% e e 54: eee 
 .*) Strumon,, Hream A the, ile be name of dhe 

feet of the family of Gaul. in the neighbqurhood = 


A elne, Pacing Gaul [© 2Pgfiion d (Troma- | 
Ws mentioned in the Oithona , Mor- 


Aub 2 1 14 Tb Morm _ N ſword of 
, 8 h. "(which kid. bu wr broferved, in the 
CL INT reigns, fromthe "days öf Colgach, 
tie most tenowned of . M. ess) c x 


to be laid 


how is fide, in the roinb\ ar the "ſame time, 


leaving it in charge to His ſon; not to tahe i it 

trim thence} till he wan rellkel tö cha- loft en 
Rene Not long after, two of his brother: 

oM , | e a p bt: . being 2 


— 


„ ci lt 266: fy 


> "On: his peer Ad the ſon of Clatho ) 
| ir era: ey locks. Thrice he raiſ. 
& 4448 907 N ems Di 8 22 ed 


* 
£ TT 


| 2 11 
184 


"Hi ſlain; 1 r battle ; 1 a 0 chief 

DIL of Clutha, Gaul went to his father's | tomb, to 

2 _ take the ſword. His addreſs to che ſpirit of the 
a Gee bers the only part now remaining 
% of a poem of Oſſian, on x 1 ſhall 

' 4 n * it before W 


Ain Ft) 
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e. e Ls his pd, 
deep in ſhades ;.. hear me from the darkneſs g 


aba, 0, bon of Colg gach, bee! 
| = $454 1 «av W * +43 $42 ilw | 
No ruſtling , like the eagle's wing, comes over 


the courſe of my ſtreams. Deep - boſomed in the 
, miſt of the deſart, o king of Strumon, hear! 


42, *2 YHwelleſt then in tie fhadowy brebrs, chat pour 
don itt dark waive over" the graſs?” Chaſe'to ſtrew * 
#0") beird of che . 's chief of Cota, heur! 


* «x6 LE SHY ati Hag mam nx 
Or nden 0 thou on, a beam, ; the dark 


5 3 of clouds} Poureſt thou the loud wind 


x4 2 


BL. 75 ee eee 
| i Re er of Gaul; amidft thy ter „ hear! 


— OY | Hh ages te hat; the murmur- 
| ing oaks ſhake their heads on the hills: 75 
OT, ful and pleaſant is thy WN friend of 
| - NO: POOP Nh 5 3 N „ 
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ed bis — 40 Wile his voice tice aue 4 


7 1 51 FA 7 4 > 5 
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FA 3 Who. awakes me, in the mid of my cloud, 7 
Fo where my locks of miſt. ſpread on the winds? \. 
5 Mixed with the noiſe of ſtreams, . riſes . 


5 1383 1 * 
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? voice of Gaul? | | Fo 
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My fors are around me, Morni: their dark 
Thips deſcend from their wayes. Give the ſword 
"== DE Sttumon , "4 beam which . OG in \ 


e Rn 


VS 


Mexx INI 


985 the {word of reſounding bes rleok = 
„ a" dim meteor. 
from my cloud: blue · ſhielded Gaul, deſtroy,” 3 


©) Wa n he de of Cathulls, king of | 
4 -"zaittore. Fingal , in one of his expeditions. to 
at iſland, fell in love with Clatho, and took | 
ber to wife, after the death of Ros - 18 the 
eee, ef 0 mg King of Treland.' Ls 


k 
\ 
— — 


Fa 2 


rat ul Clatho” was ths mother of Rove Fillan, £0? 
| * Boumina, mentioned in the battle of Lors, one 
555 e ee poome\ ci. in Wü. Fillan | 
IS; # $I. 
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of battles; at once he ſtrode away. Bent over 

a diſtant ſtream he ſtood: the tear hung in hies 
eye. He ſtruck, at times, the thiſtle's head, 

with his inverted ſpear. ; 


Nor is he unſeen of Fingal. Sidelong he 
beheld his ſon. He beheld him, with burſting s 
joy; and turned, amidſt his crowded ſoul. In 
filence turned the king towards Mora of woods. 
He hid the big tear with his locks, — Ar 
length his voice is heard, 1 


5 Firſt of the * of lat thou rock 
that deſieſt the ſtorm! Lead thon 798 battle, 


| for the race of low - laid Cormac. No bay! 3 


is often called ua wa of Clatho, to diſtinguiſh 
him from thoſe ſons which an had by Ros- | 


3. 47 , 


- 


8 
cbran. 
* 


Es * Gaul, the PF bes; next to Fingal, is as 
moſt renowned character introduced by Offiau in 
hie poems. He is, like Ajax in the Hiad, di- 
Ringuiſhed by his manly taciturnity, The ho- 
nourable epithers beſtowed on him here, by Fin- 
gal, are amazingly expreſſive in the original. 

There is not à paſſage in all Tempra, which loſ- 
es ſo much in translation, as this. The firſt 
3s - part of the ſpeech is rapid and - irregular, and 
is pecullarly calculated to animate the foul ta 


An, B LE 1 0 N.. 9 1. 


taff is thy. ſpear :, no harmleſo hain: blen 
thy ſword, Son of Morni of Needs, abehald- the 0 
f ;| deſtroy) —+ | Fillan, obſerye the chief ⸗ 
he is not ealu in ſtrife: nor burns he, heedleſm 
in battle; my ſon, obſerte the king. He un 
W as Lubar's ſtream, but never foameſand 
High on clondy Mora, Kingel ſhall be? 
yy the war. Stand, Oſſian *), near thy fa- 
ther, by the falling ſtream! —— Raiſe the 
voice, o bards; Morven , move beneath the 
ſound.” It is _ latter field; clothe pads xff 
3 fs 100 1 10 SA ib P 1 * 11 n 
7 Fe {4 ne 705 Daft, 6 n 111 | 
n K * "Cadden. if ing of winds; or « 
b rolling of troubled ſeas ,, when, ſame dark ghoſt; 
in wrath, heaves the billows oe: an iſle, the. 
dcn o * gie ma dn N ſeat | 
| war, ——'" Where the khig ldreſſes ben, his | 
verſiſieatiom changes ro , a regular and finan- 
menaſare. The firſt is likg1tofrencs ruſhing oe. 


droken rocks; the ſecond like the, courſe}; of. & 
full - flowing river, calm but majeſtic. This in- i 


ſtance ſerves to ſhew,' how much it asſiſts a poet,” 
to alter the meaſure, according to the r 
ker Paſſion , ' that he intends to e in We Fead- 
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_ miſt on mne deep, for? many did ' 
drown” years: fo tertible is the found of the 
hoſt; wide-moving over the field. Gaul ir tall be- 
fore" them: the ſtreums glitter within his ſtri- 
des“ The bards raiſed the ſong by his fide; 
he ſteuck his ſhield between. On . You of 
the Platt, the tuneful voices roſe, To 1 


2 0 ain e(* ene eee pr r bow 


S On Crosa. Hald the bend there burſts a 
firvam by nigbte It Grells , in its on darle 
obuv(e;, till morning's early beam. Then co“ 
mes it white from the hill, with the rocks and 
their hundred groves. Far be my ſteps from 
' C5694: Death Is tumbling there. © Be ye a, 
ſil from More "Tons: of cone Morten. 


2115 evil 112 2240 24M 1s cSva%f ef! the; 5 2 
122 Who riſes ; from his. car, on Cluths? The 
| WR / troubled before the king! The dark 
| woods eeceho ropnd, and ligbten at his ſteel. 
See him + anydff the foe,, like Colgach's “) 
Dor! 2 e; when he ſcatters the clouds, | 
. end 
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N "EN but, 1 believe, ”" ay 
invention, that this Colgach was the tame with 
che Galgacus of Tacitus, He was the anceſtor 

of Gaul, the ſon of Morni, and appears, from 
* bee rely ann raditions ," to have been 
i ling 


„„ 
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an Adee th eddying e! . 5 
et the bounding ſbeede! Be like thy father 
nnn: em mayo mr id Lf 75 Haar Ar 
aft}. 0 of Fad > -015t 203 Su nem 
„ alt eb i ier Mn pou Jo n 


king, or —— dhe edits 
wu Alten proceeded! the pretetiions oft the family: _ 
of Morui te the throne, which created, a good 
deal of disturbance, ; both to Comhal aud his ſom; _- 
© 1 © Fingal. The firſt was killed in battle by that 
thr tribe; and it way, after Fingal was grown. up, 
that they wege reduced to obedience. 5 Colgach 

1 ddt fiercely looking, ; which | is [2 very proper 
5 2 name for 4 warrior, and "ts probib the” origin” 
8 4 Calgacub z cha- H believe it 4 matter of nere“ 
conjecture / mat the Colgach here mestioned way? 
15 ide fame” with chat hero. — I cannot help, 
1 Nat oblerving , with how much ptopriety the e 


vi; the barde is. conducted. Gaul, whols experience. 

1 ehe have rendered his conduct cautious in war, 

bas the example of his father, juſt ruſhing to 

4 battle, ſer. before his eyes. Flllan, on the other 

© PI K "hand, whoſe youth might mgke'-hiyn ümpetuous 

* } "and" puguarded in ation, is put in N oy 
1 _ ſedate and ſerene behaviour 0 f Fingal up 


ue J 69 25915) een 
© octalions, | 
K 4 To * I 


| 5 to Clutha, alluded to 
here; is handed down in tradition... The” poem. 
on which the tradition was een e loſt. 
8 ts OY 8 mo An "” 


a, 
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) Belmais opened vide. 2 Bards: take the 
trembling; harps... Ten | youths carry the oak of 

the feaſt. A diſtant ſun- beam marks the! hill. 
The duſky waves of the blaſt fly over the 

fields of graſs. —— Why art thou ſo ſilent, 
Moryen#,—»+—. The king returns with all his 

fame. Did not the battle roar; yet peaceful is 
his browꝰ? It roared, and v nm. — 
we like oy" ADE Parr ct Week io ln 


* 
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| ' They moved beneath wu 3 4" High 
waved their arms, as ruſhy helds, benesth au- 
| tumnal winds. On Mora ſtood the king in 
arms. Miſt flies round: bis. buckler broad; as, 
aloft, it hung on à bough, on Cormul's moſſy 
rock. —<-— In ſilence I ſtood by Fingal, and 
turned my eyes on Cromla's #* wood: left I 
ound Webel _- hofft d ruſh dn my 
N. ee e, 


11 > We a & 
1 3 A 
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2 +) oe is cha happy yin Ty > ih of 
7" life; and theſe acquire double force, by his 
\, placing them near buly and rwnultuoys. ſcenes. | 
» | This aritithelis ſerves to animate and 8 the 

en * "_ | 
— Mee . 2 5 
; + «of the ſcene of this poem; which Was . 


* 


1. - | fame with that of Fingal. ; 


4 # » 
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ſwelling +foul, My foot is: forward on the 
heath 1 glittered, tall, in ſteel: like the fal- 
ling ſtream of Tromo, which nightiy winds 


bind over with ice; '— The boy ſees it, on 


high, gleaming to the early beam: towards it 
he turns his ear, md wonders "nya it is ſo 


* 
© ME, 4 : 1. a 
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. 


1 3 0 R 1. 7 + je 17 Jae 
| Nor bent over a n is Cathmor, like 


| 2 youth in a peseeful field; wide he drew for. 
ward the war, a dark and troubled wave. 
But when he beheld Fingal on Mora; his ge- 


nerous pride aroſe. «Shall. the chief of Atha 


ofight and no king in the field ? Foldath, lead 
oy people forth. Thou art a beam of fire.” 


Wn iſſued the chief of "Moms 31 like 2 


tous, the robe of ghoſts. He drew his ford, 
2 flame, from his fidez and bade the battle 


move.) —— The tribes, like ridgy. Waves, dark 
pour {their ſtrength around. Haughty is his 
ſtride before them: his red eye rolls in wrath. 
— He called the chief of E * 


and his ways were heard, 
| SPST” Arg, | Cormut, 


*) Dun-raho, Ki; e ee Cor- 
ly muil , blue eye. Foldath dispatches here Cormul, 


too lie in ambuſh behind the army ef che Cale- 
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31 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 


the e of winds. 


tine arm be beg, When he is low; r 


* 
1 


Cormul, thou beholdeſt 8 . 


winds 2 behind the foe. Place thy people 


there; leſt Moryen ſhould eſeape from my 
Fword. —— Bards of green · yalleyed Erin, 


let no voice of yours ariſe. The ſons of Mor- 


very; maſt fall without ſong, They are; the 


foes of Cairbar. Hereafter ſhall the traveller 


meet their dark, thick miſt, on Lena, where it 
wanders, with their ghoſts ,” beſide the reedy 
lake. Never ſhall * without long, ta 


A.. £ * 


A} 


 Chtninl dathered;; „ a8 W behind him 


taſhed bis tribe. They ſunk beyond the rock: 
Gaul ſpoke” to Fillen of Moruth; as his eye 


purſued the courfe of he, dark e 8 ol 


r 2. 


Thou bobelden hs!  Rteps/of 0 PLOW let 


nee e 


E Wen brine fs Fingel, 


” Ls * 14 * ry: | 


. * I bin de hte 

Qer of Foldath, which ig, throughout, haughty 

; + and preſumptuous. Towards the latter end of 

this ſpeech, we find the opinion of the times, 

-:1 - cancerning the unhappiueſs of the ſouls of thoſe 
who were buried without the funeral ſong. This 
|  - Rotrihe,.mmo doubt, was inculcated by the bards, 
to make their order reſpectable and neceſſary, 


An EPLE 0M „% 


4 enber l 0 war. Hers I falt 
1 battle, amidſt the ridge of ſhields] 


The ſign of death aroſe; the dreadful found 4 
SNP ſhield. Gal poured his voice be- 
tween. oe rofe , high on Mora. He ſaw 
thein, from wing wing, bending in the 
fie. Gleaming, on his own dure hül, the 
ſtrength *) of Atha"ſtood. —= They * We⸗ 
re like two ſpirits of heaven, ſtandiag eich on 
his gloomy cloud ; when they pour abroad the 
winds ,' and lift the roaring ſeas, The blue- 
tumbling of waves ig before them, marked with 

he paths of whales. Themſelves e 
| een and the gale lifts their locks of miſt. 


What beam of light bange high in f 
K is Morni's dreadful ſwordG.— De 


rewe on thy paths, o Gaul; thou aft 
then! together in thy tage. Like 4) young 
oak falls Turner — 0 „wich hi branches 


+ F 


01 d N * oi by 1 iN} 43 1 been 
2 112 10 230 pd? * kai 2:K $13 dit E I 
9) By the 2 of Atha, is meant Cathmor. * 
| expreſſion is common "ii e „and other an- 
ddt pores” © 8 og i ef ts id. FR 
„) The two kings. fo 111 BOON JEU + 
NC}: — 77 2 tree. dts - 
great ftream. Oichaoma, mild maid. Dun? lora, 
the bill of the noiſy . Duth · caron, dark- 
8 © brown man... n = #6 2 1 04 1 | 
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round him. His high; boſomed ſpouſe ſtretches 
her white arms, in dreams, to 8 
king, as ſhe ſleeps by gurgling Moruth, 
her disordered locks. it is his ghoſt, = 
the chief i is lowly laid. Hearken not ta the 
winds, for ' Turlathon' 8 ecchoing : ſhield, - It is 
pierced, by his Wen 84. its W is paſt 
0 LE ty 3s 205 
Not peaceful, is he hand of Foldath: he 
vinds his courſe in blood. Connal met him 
in fight; they mixed their clanging ſteel. — 
Why ſhould mine eyes behold them! Connal, 
thy locks are grey. Thou wert the friend 
of ſtrangers, at the moſa - eovered rock of Dun- 
lora, When the, ſkies were rolled together: 
then thy feaſt was, ſpread, - + The ſtranger; heard 
the winds without; and rejoiced at thy urning 
gak. — Why, fon of .Duth- - caron, art thou” 
kid in blood! The blaſted, tree bends; bord 
thee: thy ſhield lies broken near. Thy blood 


; mixes with the ſtream ; Den. breaker of the 


YL * Den * . a . K. e 
a Matt, 15 "vi. 


R wrath : but 
Gaul "Ia forward on the foe. The feeble 
Brat . his rage? Sona on 1 


7 mas 
# 


5 : 622 ; 
©) The pore frat in his ww re. W's 


| ma's chief. Now they lind- n death 
ful ſpears: unſeen an arrow came. It pierced | 
the hand of Gaul; his ſteel fell Jounding to 
earth. — ayng, Fillan came ”"*), r= 3 


| art a beam. from, heaven; that coming on dithe 
: troubled deep bings 4p» the 
Orrmul is fallen, etre thee. 
in the fame of — Ruh not 


1 


d. 1 _ harmleſs, in battle : but. m 


251 awün 


Gi; * of Fill a : * 3 


7 0 Lumon, bending 51 A neces 8 
- 519107 chat part of r r 280 5 
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Cormul' 4 ſhield, ; and drctehed it - Jarge befo 
the kin kin g Folgai , font bi his ſhbut abroad , and 
kindted all the held: as a blaſt, that f the 


broad - . winged flime, over Lumpn's 5 N K 


4 EE 1 4 4 1 l K 


groves, ' 4 
Wy Dog 21 aw ll ry 1 ie i 9 


272 Sen af bias ere Clatho, ſkid PIO den 


tempeſpes wing. — 
Ferly art thau 


tag far, my hero, I. cannot lift . the Jpear. * 


a oM frei! Ag Þ T6 l n ONT «ra 


rds W abpitthet by Gall eee, 
maul, Cho had been ſent by" Follith, ke lie Jil 
„ ambuſh behind the Caledonian, anpy:' It appears 


, kae Fillagzhad killed Carmul ,, otherwiſe ul 


e e a to, ; have eee binglr of of the 
Thie 


Te k. The poet being, loten upor 
* ile 1 maln adtioh, paſſe % over e n 


n nn. „ Sh to 26ul5 


5 5 
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ice role. © 
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Kue ol [7 1 ms, which" 


Iv | £ LR i bags poured tear. 4 "i 

3 = © like dew x 9 he. returning Are... 1 . | 
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1 , 

n x 


acted id, rhe wtf of. 
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Who 15 like thy chief in resdwn ? Hs 3 
ed dreadful to battle he ketutng, like 4 . 
from a cloud. He liſted the ſword” in wrät 


5 yoo ſhrink before blue ſhielded Gaal! 1 


Mo. 1a»; py 


Jo# like the ruſtling 8 comes, on * 


ſoul of the king. He remembers the, battles- . 


vid; the days, wherein/ bis fathers fought. The 
0 df old return on Fingat's mind, as he be. 
holds the renown of his ſon. 
jolces 7 from his cloud, over the tree his ra. 
have raiſed, ak it ſbakes its lonely head on "the 
| heath”: ' joyful, is the king Over" Fillan. wi of 


—— NN 


As the ſan e. 


„ 


gh the io 58 under Gul Kals when 25 


Ji fields are ſtill and dark,; ſueh are the 
ſteps of NMorren pleaſant and Aeadht to the 
ear. They return with their ſound, like eagles 
to the; dark browed rock, after the prey is 
torn on the field, the dun ſons of the bounding 


hind. Your fathers AN from ten etna bh RE 


fons, of N Cona. 


* 


* * > bs} 


i i 


Such was ie as voice of batds'z on 
A flame roſe, ftom an 
hundred oaks, which winds had torn = Cor- 
mul's ſteep. The feaſt is ſpread in the midſt: 
around, ſat the þHleaming: chiefs, Tai is there 


e of the hinds. 
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nt the Stb eig J u His 86. 
met ſounds: the *ruſtling/ blaſts of the weſt 


Aunequal ruſhad thro? night. Long looked the 
king in filence round: at W his words 


were heard. | ed - 


My foul feels a went in our 1 1 be- 
bold a breach among my friends. — The 


head of one tree is low; the ſqually wind pour 


in on Selma. — Where is the chief of Dun - 
lora? Ought he to be forgot at the feaſt 2 
When did he forget the ſtranger, i in the midft 
of his ecchoing hall? —— Ye are ſlent in my 
preſence ! —— Connal is then no more. 
Joy meet thee, o warrior, like a ſtream of 


' light. Swift be thy-courſe to thy fathers, in 


| Gone in war; The locks ann were grey; 


the folds of the mountain · winds, '—— Oſſian, 
thy ſoul is ſire: kindle the memory of tlie king. 


Awake the battles of Connal » when firſt he 


A 


en 


en this, wt rd ae ee 4 

- poem, it appears, that the kings of Morven and 
Ireland had a plume of eagle feathers , by way 
of ornament, in their helmers, It was from this 
GY Aiſtinguiſhed mark that Offian knew Cathmor , 
in the ſecond book; which cuſtom, probably, he 


7 had borrowed, from the former monarchs of Ive · 5 
5 land, of the race of the Cael or Caledonians, | 
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is * « 8 wo were ming with Ine, hep A 
In one day Duth - earon firſt” 1 our en I 
N the roes of Dani IE 


. 7 


5 Many , 1 Kid, are, our pitt battle, * 
3 - hilled Inisfail. Ofte., did our ſails | ai 3 


. 


- 


over the blue - tumbling waters; when we e- 
me, in other, ary to ug the ere ot Congr. 2 


The life roared. bac . Klnkstü, ut * 
foum - covered freams of Duth - dle ). WI 
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Ws. 9 After the death of Comal, and, daring EY 
5  Parion of the tribe of Morni, Fingal was educat- - 
edi in Private by Dutch carou. it Was then he 

- conitr ate that intimaey with Eounal/ the ſon of © 

puff carofi , Which gccaſions his tegretting ſo 

much hir full. When Fitigal was grown, up, he 

We, ſoon reduced the tribe of Morni; and, as, it ap- 
pers tom the ſubſequem epiſode, ſent Duth· 

5 baron and his ſou Connal ro the ald of Come. 

the ſon of Conar , king, of Ireland, who was 

4 _ driven 1 to the laſt extremity , by che infurredtions 7 1 

of the "Firbolg, | This epiſode throws farther light 
on the contetts between the Cal” and Firbolg; | 

and is the more valuable upon : that account, 
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Yet 


19 1 4 vos 


e ala to battle Duth-- catori( drain 9 

Asuü Moen." Nor deſcendes Duth-esron 

alone, his ſon was by his fide, che long hair 

br Youth*o of Connel , lifting , the firſt of his 

peers. Pros a, didft command them, 0 ingen, 

oy 7 ien DS! 29 936 
king of Erin. . ©. 
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3 an the Sabfling Htedgei FY a OT i the 
us of Bolga ruſhed. to war; Cole, ulla 9 was 
boſoſe them, the chief of blve- ſtreaming: Aths. 


J 


The, battle was mixed on the plain, like "the 


meeting of two ſtormy ſeas. Cormac 1 ſhone 


* £844 2} 53.95% th T_w „ad 18 1 F may AT 3%; n 9 : ; 3h 


* % 4 


RE 2 i; ITT Fs OO er 11 * | | 
col. & jy mk ys vs Fl We OF 
it 1c ther, of  Barbge- duthul ,, che, father # Gairbar and 
Cathmor,, who. after the, Jeath of e the 
11 of Artho, f oceſ vely mounted, a6 


25 Oenmac. 5 fon of, Conia the fwd hog of 
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Et * won 1 — reign We ay; ' From 
WEL... ſeveral eee aud poems \ i appeats,, that he 


2 2 eit 
4 och 
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never povietſed the Iriſh thfone deal. — 
"The } party of 'the' family of Atha had made ſever⸗ 
. — attempts to overturn the Luccs mon The race 
es” RD ah f Canet, before they effected it in tlie minori- 
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: 3 : ar · times the. title of king of { Ireland, rd r 


Kot from the" bad canſtiturion Uf 


Ae 10 — — 


ns rife; bright as the forms) of n 2 
there. But ,, fac-hefore; the reſt, Duth car $74 
* hewed': dom they, fog. Nor ſiept the arm . 


Connal, by his, father w ſide. Atha, prevailed an 
te plain: like ſcatiered miſt x. led the perle 


ol Ullin * a 2 bay —"—_ s ve) Ain 4 A ; ; 7 ; 
; WE: - 


"F 
A in, ro” ons? fu ou 


PIN d je 33 f TRY a 
= xo have been always ſo aisturbel by- dd. 
meſtic commorionis, that it is difficult to fay's 
e wether R eber was; for any Heng of time 


ſubjed to one monarch. It is bertain, tha g- 


1 -provinees/ if nor every. ſmall; dittei&, hid 
** king. One of choſb pecty Princes asche, 


ek: of his ſuperior, force, or. in. 1; caſes of 5 


uch: but the fſucceflion ;* from W ens 5 
Bet does not appear to have been eſtabliſhed? —— 
t Was this Avifions amongſt 


lis 


dat, ar daft; ſubjeQed the Jriſh1t6 „ berägs ble 


2112 FI The habitat of Ullin * Uiter, 70 wite Ie - of 
dtms race Sf rhe Caledoniatis; ſeem l slene to Hh 


an des the firm fiends to- the ſnocbſion i in cha fl. 62 Z 3; 
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. like the 1 * my * — At length 
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Then roſe the Fword of Duth- IVEY? high 
9 ſteel of broad ſhielded Connal. They ſbed. 
| ed their flying friends, like two rocke with thelr | 
heads of pine. Night came don on 
Puth- ula: filent ſtrode the chiefs-over the field. - 


* 


A mountain - ſtream roared acroſs the path, nor 
Tonld Duth caron bound over its courſe, — 


—., 


* TY 

3m] Fly, Connal, Fg dad; thy. father's ORE 
en to fail. — I come wounded from 
battle; here let me reſt in night. —— But 
how ſhalt not remain alone, ſaid Connal's burſt- 
bog. figh. My ' ſhield is an eagle's wing to- 
coyer the king of Dun lora.“ He bends dark 
* he wo: the mighty Duth- caron dies. | 


. 3 wy father? ſaid e — 9 


— 


Zuni, Dey roſd, and night returned. No pints. 

bard appeared, deep · muſing on the heath: and 

eould Connal leave the tomb of his father, till 
he ſhould receive his fame ? . Ie bent the 
bow againſt the roes of Duth- ula; he ſpread 
the lonely feaſt. — Seven, nights he laid his 
head on the tomb, and ſaw his father in hi“ 
dreams. He ſaw him rolled dark, in a blaſt, 
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. iv dag b Colgan! * — the bard wen 1 
| Temora.:/\/Dyrh- caron received his fame, nd 
an „ as he roſe on the wind. 5 
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») Colgan, the top of Cathal, was, 40 \ a 
bard of Cormac Mac - Conar, king of Ireland. 

Part of an old poem, on the loves of Fingal „ 

| Ros-crina, is fiill preſeryed, and goes under e | 

name of this Colgan; but whether it $3 of his 3 
compoſition, or the production of a latter age, | f 
3 I ſhall not pretend to determine. Be that as it 

| Vill, it appears, from the obſolete phraſes which 
I it contains, to be very ancient; and itt poetical 
e merit may perhaps excüiſe me, for laying a trans- | | — 1 
lation of it before the reader. What remains' . 1 
olf the poem, is à dialogue in a'lyric medſute, "2 
between Fingal and Ros- crina, the daughter 0 
Cormac. She begins with a . Which bo: N 
overheard by A +, oo 


e | u | 2 ns 
nov 5. 7 8 . 5 n 
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feel my beating ſoul, No viſion of the forms of n 

de death, came to the blue eyes of Erin. But, 95 3 
wing from rhe weve of the north, 1 beheld him 1 
1 in his locks, 1 beheld the ſon of the king. © 

8 My beating foul- | High 1 laid my . donn + 1 
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in night; auld] aſcended 4 Why delay- 
eſt 0 hy RG. young rider. de m_ | 
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* Save! 5 
} a * there, far- dilant, he comes z, — PER 
Rs roll their green ridges in miſt! Young dyeller of 
4, "my foul; why doſt thou delay? mr mr 
"TY 18 114 FA 413-34 1 As Tic Ns 2 
a * 5 1 17 


1 42 
** 15 was the ſoft, voice. of Moi-lenat, the 3 
+. 7M "A ack ant breeze of the valley of roes ! But. why doſt 
£7 — chou td thee in ſhades? Young loye of beroes, 


f J | die 7 Ae not thy ſteps covered with light ? 


N In thy | groves thou appeareſt , Ros - crgpa , like 
wd ä _the. kan in the gathering of clouds... Why doſt 
q . pt 
; thou | hide ex ip. thats? Young love of heroes, 
7 . i riſe a TH e 


1 | Nos. - CRANA, | 

W My Huttering foal is high! - — Let me turn. 

LEES from the eps, of the King. He bas heard _ 
becken voice: andChall my blue eyes rol}, in his 

7 15 | preſence? —— Ree &f the hill of, mo, Toward | 
Af * ar 1 move thro! the — winks — 

5 7. Bat hy ne cand. Bis ocean: — * 
* F | . ; ; 
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| "nn | Uyeller of eddying winds. Why dec l ibo 
„ * 
n 58 a with thy voice? Here let me reſt in\ ſha- 
* 7 5 3 Shoulaſt thou Rretck thy white arm . 
>", "Rom thy grove , chou ſun - beam of Cortttac'dt > 


F | Erin! FO. 0 | 2 J 5 


% . * 5 N 4 


„ 1nd" eib K Teel. 1 * eon — 728885 
. oa lie un be at wy blue eyes e tf 
„ eig, in all y Wies. But, there, 1 b 
viel bim. stoneg King/of Morven, mg lo * IF = 


: e» nol "thine, Ah me! what clanging el aratour? — 8 
2 oa; of Atha ls near? —— 3 ; 25." 
* ar - »Fingal; "an, ac Jeprny 3 "oth . : 
u Which" the fourth boek begins, undertook | an ex-; 3 z 
: my - pedition into Lrelaml, to aid Comag Mac- ohr : 
y 1 3 the inſurtectlons of the Fir- balg, It se 


den he ſaw, fell in, Jowe With, and margied Rog.  _ 
Lana, the daughter of Cormac. Some tra- 5 


zus 
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renowned when bards ſhall lighten my riſing. 
Soul. Cartil, ſon of Kinfene; take the-bards, 


. 


and raiſe « tomb. To night let Connal dwell 
within his narrow houſe: let not the foul of 
the "valiant wander on the winds. —— | Faint 
glimmers the moon on Moi - lena, thro! the 
broad - headed groves of the hill: raiſe ſtones, 
beneath its beams, to all the fallen in war. _ 
Tho' no chiefs were they, yet their hands were 
ſtrong in fight. They were my rock in danger; 
dme mountain, from which I ſpread my eagle- 
wings. Thence am I renowned: . forget 


7 
not , r MO ES, 


. at once; from the hundred bards, 
roſe the ſong of the tomb, Carril ſtrade befo- 
re them, they are the murmur of ſtreams be- 
bind im, vr W In. the los of Moi- 


lena , 


„ 1 
* 1 
3 4 . * : : 5 2 2 
3 


_ _'veral circtunſtances, I conclude it to be an imi- 

© ration, but a very happy one, of the” manner 

HEE ol that poet. — The elegance of che ſenti- 
mient, and beauty of the imagery, however, re- 


fer the compoſition of it to an gra of wk” 
Antiquity; for, the neurer we approach to our 
don times, the leſs beautiful ate the * | 


| tions of the bards. 


1 = pic 5 G 2 * | 


| bos, its: each, Vit it owne"dirk rev, "i 
| > between the hills. 1 Heerd thie voice - 


wang bards, leſtening, as they moped along, | 


1 leaned forward from my ſhield; and felt the . 


kindling of my fouti' Half - formed the worde 
1 of my ſong, putſt forth upon the wind. 80 
q | hears a tree, on the vale, the voice of ſpring 
around: it pours its green leaves to the ſun, 


* and ſhakes its lonely head. The hum of the 8 


mountain - bee is near it; the hunter ſees it, 
with joy, from the blaſted, heath. EE, 15 5 
en Fillan, at a diſtance ſtood · Hu 
helmet lay glittering on the ground. His dark 
hair is looſe to the blaſt: à beam of light is 
Clatho's ſon. He heard the words of the king, 
with joy ; and leaned forward on his NF: 


{% + 


3 


4 


My fon, ſaid car- bobs; Fingal; I ſaw thy / 


our fathers, I fad, burſts from its gathered 


a cloud. Thou art brave, ſon of Clatho; . 1 5 
Dog] but headlong in the ſtrife. So did not 1 hh 


advance, tho' he never feared a foe. : — Let 
thy people be a ridge behind; they are hy 
| ſtrength in the field. —— Then ſhalt thou 
IE * * behold the tombs of thy 

- fathers,” 
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deeds, and my ſoul was glad. The fame of 15 
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ARGUMENT re B o Ib. 


| The fecond night ede. Fingal class ar the feel, 
bis own firſt expedition into Ireland, and his marria · 
ge with Ros-crina, the daughter of Cormac, king 
of that iſland,” —— The Iriſh chiefs convene in the 
preſence of G Gene. The firuarion of the king de- 
ſcribed. The. Kory of Sul-malla, * the daughter X 
. king of his: haha. who, in the disguiſe 
of 250mg watior, had followed C-thmor to the 
Tue falle behaviour of Foldath, who. had 
Bi, in the battle of the preceding day, re- 
news the difference between him and Malthos: but 
Cathmor, interpoſing, ends it. The chiefs feaſt, 
and hear the ſong of Fonar the bar. Cathmor re- 
rurns to reſt, at a diſtance from the army. The ; 
ghoſt of his brother Cairbar appears to him in a 
dream; and obſcurely foretels the isfue of the war. — 
The folilogay of the king, | He discovers Sul-mails. 


Morning comes. Her ſoliloquy cloſes the book. 
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ſeneath an oak, ſaid the king, I fat m 
4 Selma's ſtteamy rock, When Con 

» from the ſea, with the broken ſpear > 65 


1 11 : g - & , g 
uth - caron. Far- diſtant ſtood the youth. 35 
pes . 0 youth 7 
f ' | e an 
4 N * a 4 » 3 
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| the ftory of Connal and Duth- Garon, in the l.. 
© - ter end of the third book. Fingal, firting be. * ” 
en en oak, nent the palace of Selina, desen 

. - Connal Juſt landing from Ireland. The danger 5 1 
Wim to fail immediately u chat ifland. . be 


bas. | | f : 7 | : 
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turm | is eyes: for herrementhet . 
"he del his Ibaiher „on his {own green hill. 
I darkened in my place: duſky thoughts rolled 
dir my ſoul. The kings of Erin roſe before 
5 me. I half- unſheathed my ſword. — Slow. 
„ tIf- appropchied the chiefs; they lift, their 
© Filent eyes. Like a nge of elouds, i, wait 
for the burſting ©forth of my voice: it was to 
+ them, a wind from Nen, to roll the miſt 
8 away. 3 5 * > FAT Ar Re AN 85 N 
2 I bade my white "falls to rife; "before the i, 
roar of Cona's wind. Three hundred youths 
n looked, from their wayes 1 on Fingal's boſſy 
kt, "High on the 5 it hung and miark- 
| ed the dark - blue ſea. — But when the night 
eeame down, I ſtruck, at. times , the warning 
bos: 1 ruck, and et on bigh, for fiery- | 
| Haired Ul-erin -). . Ci. 
9 wanting was. the ſtar, of heaven: it 
trave ed red between the "clouds: 1 purſued the 


1 WI 
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« (Þ | teat Food Dus 2/7 #2 8515 190 love- 
Ez 2, en. the n a ſtar known by 
"YN wy i that name in the days of Fingal, and very uſe- 
„ ful to choſe who ſulled by night, from the He- 

15 8 8 . brides, . or Caledonia; to the coaſt of Ulfter. f 
EE” 4 a | 5-1 Ve ns om ds pls tu nin 
Fo” ' '..7-; conſiderably! enen «thing „among the 
I * 93 . Is eden. 0 F gay ; "477 2 g 4 
| 4: 5 F f 5 | v . 1 5 5 ea 5 | 
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wyely beam en dhe Ane Es: 1 
With morning, Erin roſe in miſt. We eme 
into the bay of Moi - lena; where ite blue W-. 
ters tumbbed, in the boſom of eechoing woods; | _ 
— Here Cormac, in his ſecret hall, avoided 
rength. af Coleulla. Not he, alone avoids- | 
e * eye of Roge can), White! 
the daughter, af the Ing 30 25 
M eit Roparng anliqe wh. a(t a = : 
„Gef an his igrtd penny. cams 85 | 
Fi, e e Cormages He ſmiled „ mn 


his waving,,lpcks :, but grigf as in hi, fl & 
He faw us few before him, and his gh, aro- + 


REES Te" the arms © f Tre Amor, he faid, 


ST 


12 ale are he bios of Ty kit f 
1 „ inis 2, * 
FFV 
by a. fk oh ay 1 he WOE "as E 
| | the'm6ther of Ona The Irifh batdy "i . 9 
it range fiQions concerning che prints I 4 
wy 25 character given of her here, and in other poems S — 
* of Oſſſan, n 4 
| T Their, ſtories, however, concerning Fingal, if -J 
7 | They mean him by Fion Mac- Comboal ,, are ſo in- ” | 1 
- il _ confifteut and ugtoriougly fabulons, that they do {ff 
85 5 not deſerve to. be mentioned; for, they evidently 1 
hour, Nog wich ghomy, Re mga r | '] 
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thou art 4 beam Ae meet 
foul) —— Farly is thy fame, my ſon: but 
ſtrong are the :foes of Erin. They are like 
the roar of fireams in eee of car- 


» 4x Comhal. an — 2: 1 

Let they hs; be rolled 5 . 1 ai 
1 | why ailing Wu We are not of the race 
of the feeble, king of *blue- ſhielded” hoſts: 


Why ſhould fear come amongſt us, like a 
ghoft of night? The ſoul of the valiant grows, 
e Ges inereaſe ih the field. Roll no datkneſs, | 
king of Erin; on dae voung in arr. 
"= "The b —— — tears of the king came Joel, 
| He ſeized 1 my hand i in filence. —— — Raee of 
= the daring” Trenmor, I toll no cloud before 
thee. Thou burneſt in the fire of thy fathers. 
I behold thy fame, It. marks thy courſe in 
battles ,; like a ſtream of light. —— But wait 
ene of 4 er Ne * fon muſt join 
e Wy 15-4 . 161, thy, 
erde tal a) a like the roar 
K +6 "=p fireams, and Fingal” continues the metaphor. 
The ſpeech of the young hero is ſpirited, and 
" conſiſtent with that ſedate intrepidity, | which 
i eminently diſtinguiſhes his character throughout. 
) Caitbar , the ſon of Cormac, was afterwards king 


e freland. His reign was f ſhort, Ele was uc. 
* ä * n . 


— 


9 © bre por N. 
thy fword: i He elle: the ſons of Vilin;” from 


all their mn 2h eee ene 


#: * , j *\ a * 
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en e 1 


We came to the hall of the „ where 
it ole f in the midſt of rocks: rocks, on whoſe 
dark ſides, were the marks of ſtreams of old. 


Broad oaks bend around with their moſs: the 
thick birch waves its green head. Half - hid, 


in her ſhady grove, Ros - crana raiſed the ſong. 


Her white, hands roſe on the harp. 1 beheld 


her blue rolling eyes. She was like a ſpirit“) 


of heaven , helf. - folded i in che gert ir 4 Gong. | 
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Ne 


"veded by vis " hy Artho, the * or that Cor- 


mac, who was murdered by Cairbar the ſon of 


8 duthul. ane Cairbar, the ſon of Cor- 


mac, long after his ſon Artho was grown to man's 


0  eftare, had, by his wife Beltanno, another ſon , 
4 ee name was Ferad - artho. —— He was the 
* only one remaining of the race of Couar the firſt 

king of Ireland, when Fingal's expedition againſt 
Cairbar the ſon of Borbar- duthul happened. See 
more ha Ferad · arthp in wo e cighth book. 


1 1 N g — 


2 pl 3 of 3 crana is os 8 by 
this ſimile; for the, ideas of thoſe times, concern - 
hw. the r of the Ae. were not ſo gloo- 
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„ een ee me bet ot Bt en 
. roſe bright amidſt my traubled-ſaul./—— Cor-- 
mae beheld me dark. He the white boſomed 
JJC 8 


8 


A 8 4 


my al 4 "as OY of See ages. 8 
Tube ſpirits of women, it was ſuppoſed, retain- 
gal chat beauty, which they posſeſſed While liy- 
palace, with that gliding motion, Which We 
aäatſeribes to the gods. The deſeriptions, VI 
N leſs antieat than Offian ,. have left us 
1 thoſe bezutiful figures, „that appeared 15 | 
on the hills, are elegant and picturesque. They 
compare them to the rain · bow on ſtreams: or, 
8 the gliding of ſun - beams on the bills, I Thall he- 
re translate a paſſage of on old ſong, where box | | 
| theſe beautiful i images are mentioned together. 


A chief who lived three centuries ago, return- 
ing from the war, underſtood that his wife or 
_ miſtreſs was dead. The bard introduces him 
ſpeaking the following ſoliloquy, when he came, 
3 e here he had left her, 


40 «i Faq en in 5 | 1 behold not 
\* © the finoak of my hall. No grey dog bounds at 
5 W OR Silence "GT ANG of tree 


| * N "a * Ge a 8 gt x + o + +: y 
* ; © | . 41 Is Y 


Li 
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_ nldid; Sha + She came - with bending eye; 


She came. — Straight the battle roared, —- 


Cole ulla ruſhed; — - 1] ſeized my ſpear. 


My ſword: roſe, with my people, agdinft the 
ridgy foe." Alnecms fled. Cole- ulla fell. wan 


| = retuthied with fame, © | 05 


2 * 9 


He is nsch 0 Sia; "iſ fights in 


as ſtretigth of his people. The bard” purſues” 
his. ſteps; thro' the land of the foe; —= hut 
he who. fights alone; few are his deeds to other 
times. He ſhines, to- day, a mighty tights . 
399 motrow ” he is der. a 99 5 contains 
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on the heath, thou ſun- beam cloathed in a 
ſhower! — Hah: it is ſhe, my love: her gli 
| ing courſe on the N oy 


0 ſaceeeding times the beauty of Ros- crana 
kN paſſed into a proverb; and the higheſt. compli- 'Y 
ment, that could be paid to a woman, was to 
eee her perſon with the 3 5 Cormac: ; 


s dt fein an Ros - crana. , 
. Sol n na n'ioma lin. „ 


wy 
* 


* 
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amidſt the wandering of her heavy locks. - 


i and the ſky is dark. Again, thou meveſt, bright, 
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is Ty His name is on one dark field, 


He is forgot, but where his tomb ſends forth 
the of when 12 „ 
: Such were he * 6f Fingal, „on 8 
of che roes. Three bards, from the rock of 
Cormul, poured down the pleaſant ſong.. Sleep 
deſcended, in the ſound, on the broad - ſkirted 
hoſt. Carril returned, with the bards , from 
the tomb of Dun - lora's king. The voice of 

morning ſhall not come, to the duſky bed of 
the hero. No more ſhalt thou hear the — 
"a= ond: LI. houſe” oft 77 


” Wd *) As _ the troabled hind TS: | 
meteor of night , when they brighten their 4. 
des, with its light, along the heaving ſea: ſo 
„ ofa _ egos the gleaming form of 

| 196" ab 


N — 
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©) The yout digs 6 as wo hf pi ny | 
"The images introduced here are magnificent, and 
have that ſort of terrible beauty, if I may uſ& 
the exprefſion, which occurs ſo frequently in the 
d | - compoſitions of Oſſian. The troubled mation of 
185 the army, and the ſedate and careleſs attitude 
of Cathmor, form a contraſt, which, as I have 
before remarked, heightens the features of de- 
ſcription, and is calculated to enliven poetry. 
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tha's King: Hey dall in the malt, 1 


— at times, his ſpear: as ſwells or falls the” 


found of Fonar's een 8658 


f 
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110 7 Naw was leaned, I a rock, sel, 
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oy bs ble to illuſtrare this paſſage, 14 ſhall give. 
here the hiſtory, on which it is founded, as 1 
| have gathered it from other poems. The nation 
of the Fitbolg, who itihabired the ſouth of Ire- 
land, being originally deſcended from the Belge, 
Who posſefſed the ſouth and ſcurh - weſt coaſt of 
Britain, kept up, för many ages, an ainicable . 
correſpondence with their mother - country; and 
ſent aid to the Britiſh Belge, when they were 
preſſed by the Romans or other new-emmers from 
\ the continent. Con- mor, king of Inis- hana, 
(chat part of South - Britain which is gr; 
5 the Iriſh coaſt) being attacked, by what 
© enemy "is not mentioned, ſent for aid to Cair- 88 
dar, ford of Atha, the moſt potent chief of the 
Firbolg. Cairbar dispatched his brother Cathmor 
gf} aſſiſtance of Conmor. Cathmor , after 
Various viciſſitudes of fortune, put x an end to the 
War, by the total defeat of the enemies of Iois- 
muna, and returned in triumph to the reſidence © | 


of * . . ** Sul - * 
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malle of blue eyes, the Sbits-Doſomel 
daughter of Conmor king of Inis - huna. To 
his aid came blue : ſhielded Cathmor, and rol - 
led his foes away. Sul - malla beheld him ſta- 5 
_ tely in the hall of feaſts; nor careleſs rolled 
"8 A * Cathmor on the long - - haired anaid. . | 


| The third "oy >. and Fithil = cs "I 
How E Erin of de ae. He told of the 
1 1. AC is 1 1 1x99 - lifting.” 


N daughter of en mer. fell deſperately in le. 
ve with Cathmor, who, before her paſſion was 
discloſed, was recalled to Ireland by his brother 
Cairbar, upon the news of the intended expedi - 
tion of Fingal, to xe · eſtabliſh che family of Co · 
„ nar on the Iriſh throne, — The wind being 
ha: .cogarary,s Cathmor remained, for three days, 

iin a neighbouring bay z gucing, which time Sul- 

| malla disguiſed herſelf, in the habit of a young 

4 "2 4, warrior, aud, came to offer him her ſervice, in 

| wide war. Cathmor accepted of the propoſal, 
4 BY 2 _ failed for Ircland , and arrived n 
5 days before the Arth of . | 


4 #) ul malls; ſlowly rolivg eyes. Coan e mild | 
| and tall. Inis: hana, ho wy: 1 


») Fithil, n age te ates. : 


| here for the proper name of # matt. or in the 
„ | hg.  lireral 


% 7 ; * z - - 


A Eric 0 | | 
lifting up of the "ſhield *) on Morven andthe” 


danger of 'red-haired Cairbar. Cuthmor raiſed 


| the fail at Clubs; but che vinds/were is tet 


Es Ee RE he land“ 
| | bing TS 
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„ . meſſengers of thoſe times. Cathmor, it is pro- 


N e bable, was "abſcht 1 " when the rebellion of his 


*. 


„ Piracy, with his heather, 


+ 


Es © brother” Calrbar, and the asfaflination of Cormac, 
e bing of Ireland,” happened. The traditions, when 
zn are handed down -with the poem, ſay that Cath 
A.! mor and his followers had only arrived, from 

1 - Inis- - huna , three days before the death. of Cair» 
bar, which ſufficiently clears his character from 
any imput ation of being concerned in de | 


1] 


kW * 


oF * KY 
RRR „ of Fauſt 


u nen Fingal, P 
he prepared for an expedition, d telated, » 

_ Offian, in one of his leſſer poems. A bard, at 
midnight, went to the hall, where the tribes 

_  - feaſted upon ſolemn. occaſions, /railed,. the wor- 
7 ſong, and thrice called the ſpirits: of their deceaſ- 


oy = anceſtors, to come, on their claude, to behold - 
the actions of their children. He then fixed the 
+ ſhield ef Trewwar, on a tree on che rock, of Sel- : 
ma, firiking Ie, at times vith the bluns end ef, 
job 2 ſpear, and ſinging the war - ſong between. n 
r Wer ap ſucceſſive 9 0 55 n in te 
. & at M39 Bis kay. men 


— 
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und. Three days he remained on the * 
and turned his eyes on Conmor's halls.— 
He remembered the daughter of ſtrangers, and 
"His figh aroſe. —— Now when the winds 
awaked the waye: from the hill came. a youth 
in arms; to lift the ſword with Cathinor in his 
ecchoing field. it was the white armed 
Sul - malls: ſecret ſhe dwelt beneath her helmet. 
Her. ſteps were in the path of the king; on 
him her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he 
lay by his roaring ſtreams. —— But Cathmor 
thought, that, on Lumon, ſhe ſtill purſued the 
roes: or fat; on à rock, ſtretched her white 
hand to the wind; to feel its courſe from Inis- 
fail, the green dwelling of ber love. He had 
promiſed to return, with hie white · boſomed 
fails. —— The maid is near thee, . of 
Atha, leaning on her rock. | 


bs. 5 3 Fd ; % | >; 1 


5 The 
mean time, meſſengers were dispatched to con- | 
vence the tribes; or, as Oſſian expreſſes it, to 
call tbem from all their ftireams. This phraſe al- 

ludes to the fituation of the reſidences of the 

725 clans, which were generally fixed in valleys, 
| where the torrents of the neighbouring mountains 
were collected into one body, and became large 
teams or river. The liſting up of W : * 
was the Phraſe ER ne 1 War. RN 


14 * 
0 | — F 


ee POEM: ns. 


Pe The, tall forms of the chinki ed anbmd 
a all mu -browed, Ne F ') n ods be- 
y hair whiſtles in Wind At ti⸗ 
he hum of a ſong. — He truck * 


foul." His 
mes, burſts 


the tree, at ent nd; and ruſhed be- 
fore the king. 72 1 F DON Os acly 15 IS | 
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ant ſtately,” to thi beam of the oak, 
aroſe" the form of young Hidalla. His hair falls 

round his bluſhing cheek, in wreaths of waving ' 
light. Soft was his voice in Clon - 17 ), in 
the valley of his fathers; When he touched ny 
i in the hall, Aue his Ma repeat 
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) The ſurly attitude of Foldath, is a proper pre- 
aðmble to his after behayiour. Chaffed with the 
| r of the victory, which he promiſed 
himſelf, he becomes paſſionate and over bearing. 
The quartel, which ſacceeds between him and 
' Malthos, was , no doubt, introduced by the poet, + 
to raiſe the character of Cathmor, = "whoſe ſupe- -* | 
rior worth ſhines forth, in his manly manner uff 
Sh le between the chiefs, e 


4 # Tos 2 45-7 Y N + 
_ e winding field,- The 1 are ſeldom” 1 {28 
| Pronounced audibly in the Galie language. | EL, 


courſe harmleſs in battle: blood was a ſtream 
_ - ground, my ſteps. But the feeble were behind 
me, and the foe has eſcaped my ſword. 


” 
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- King of Erin, ſaid/the youth, now is the 
8 of feaſts. Bid the voice of bards atiſe, 
and roll the night away. The ſoul returns , 
from ſong, more terrible to war. : Dark- 
| neſs ſettles on Inis · fail: from hill to hill bend 
the kirted «clouds. Far and grey, on the 
| heath, the dreadful ſtrides of ghaſts are ſeen: WM 
the ghoſts of thoſe who fell, bend forward to 
their ſong.— Bid thou the harps to riſe, 
and en, the dead * 0% * wandering 
n ner 

Be ll the "vis Grain, Gd Foldath's 
burſting wrath, Did not 1 fail in the field; 
and ſhall I hear the ſong? Vet was not my 


* 


In Clon-ra's vale touch thou the harp; let Du- : 


" from the wood, on thy long, yellow locks. — 


Fly from Lubar's ecchoing plain : it 4 the 
* of heroes. | 3 
Ring "of Temors. % Malthos gad, is ; 

thine. to lead in Wet Than ar fs 16 ur 


225 4 — A | I eyes, 
7 is ſpeech of mee is » nee a ſevere 
eee the r ee of Foldth. 
c n HD T0 oe Pure e eee he | 
4 $ 2 | 
L N 3 1 


wes, on the dark+brown field. W 4 blaſt 
mou haſt paſt: over hoſts, and laid them lo 
in blood: hut who has heard thy words re: 
| a ſrom the field? —— The wrathful © 
delight in death: their remembrunce reſts on 
the wounds of their ſpear. Strife is folded in 
their thoughts: their words are ever heard. 
Thy courſe, chief of Moma, was, like a troub- 
led fiream. The dead were rolled onicthy 
path; bur others allo lift the ſpear. "NY were 
not you ' hid ſo. , „ but the foe 
wong. 22 1: 214; 447, 43>. ne14. 
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R "OY 
ing 4 forward of either chief: for half-unſheath- 


ed, they held their ſwords: and rolled 

Weis ſlent eyes.— Now would ey 

have mixed in horrid ys. had not the 

rech of Cathmor burned. ite drew hieß 

Word: it * N * by to Ke den. 
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Sons of pride, ſaid the King, 'altuy your 
ſwelling ſouls. Retire in night/ —o! Why 
ſhould my rage ariſe ? Should 1 contend wih 
both in arms? ——- it is no time for! ſtrife. 
Retire, ye clouds at my feaſt. Awake my 
ſoul no more. —— They ſunk from the king 
on either ſide; like * two columns of morn- 
ing miſt, when the ſun riſes, between them, 
on his glittering rocks. Dark is their 9 
on e Kae each towards its reedy pool. 
N oh „ 1} ig d vidast, et 
Silent fat the chief at the feaſt, They 
looked, at times, on Atha's king, where he 
ftrode „ on his rock, idſt his ſettling. ſoul. 
— 12 — hoſt lay; a tength, en the 1 


455 eff 20 4810 3 295} ': een 
BGH pry tbrw ft ee hed ard, 
n be poet ſhould ſcarcely find, in all nature, 4 
compaxiſon ſo, favourable as this to the ſuperiori- 
. of Cathmor over his two chiefs, I ſhall illus», 

FEOF "reaze this paſſage with Hother from a fragment 


of an ancient poem, juſt now in my -hands. — 


„ 0 


the ſun is above the vapours, wiüch his 

deams have raiſed; ſo is the ſoul of the king above 

the ſons of fear. They roll dark below him; he 

- rejoices in the orbe of his beams. But when feeb- 
le deeds wander on the ſoul of the king, he is 

2 darkened fun rolled along the ſky: the 'valley | 

.. bei ſad below+ flowers ERR wr 60 tl of 


_ the night” 7 . „es 


3 5," Wake Eric oN n 
At e ae MD un * 


voice of Fongr raſe alone, beneath "bis: diſtant iF = 
tree. It roſe in the praiſe of Cathmbr ſon of 4 
Larthon *) of Lumon. But Cathmor did not 2 
"et BE, — 
$7 Ei S 9:918+ ot 42 
R (oy ee 11919 vt; ot 1 | | 


93 Lear · thon, ae name of the chief a © 
that colony of the Fir - bolg, which firſt migrated 
into Ireland. Larthon's firſt ſettlement in that ts 
country is related in the ſeventh book. He was | wm 
tze anceſtor of Cathmor; and is here called Lar- £2 | 
75 ... thon of Lumon, from a high hill of that name in > 
... | Inis-huna, the ancient ſear of the Fir-bolg. —— „ 
f The poet preſerves the character of Cathmor | 
throughout. He had mentioned, in the firit book, 
the averſion of that chief to praiſe,, and we find 
him here lying at the fide of à ſtream that the 
zoiſe of it might drown the voice of Fonar, who, - RES 
according to the cuſtom of the times, ſung his 
eulogium in his evening · ſong. The other chiefs, « 1 
as well as Cathmor, might be averſe to hear their | 
on praiſe, we find it the univerſal policy of the 
- times, to allow the bards, to be as extravagant as 
takey pleaſed, in their encomiums on the 8 
- _ - of armies, in the preſence of their people. The 
| - vulgar, who had no great ability to judge for 
rthemſelves, received the charddters of their prin· 
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ces, entirely upon the faith of the birds. The a 
good effects, Which an high opinion of its ruler 
77 gp” Or or en. Os 
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: us his preiſe. He unt the roar of a ſtream: 
eee . ny ever his 


E # a. x i % 
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Calrbax « came to his * half - ſeen 3 
his low - hung cloud. Joy roſe darkly i in his fa- 
ce: . eee the 2 of en 8 


+ 


4 ' 2 ES p : 4 b 


* " + *y. 4 * 
. 3 * 


er are too obviout to re- 


Auire explanation; on the other hand, distruſt of 


__ | | the abilities of leaders 1 . worſt conſe 
2 quences. IS 


* 72 "S 8 : * 1 1 
, 


— 


„0 Gurl, Ger bak ard o& 


2 Es | ry 12 Offian, ſung the funeral elegy at the-tomb of Cair- 
dar. - See the ſecond-book, towards the end. In 
| : all dhe poems of Oban. the--viſit of ghoſts, to 


ge obſcure; both which circumſtances tend to 


RY 2 red a ſolemn. gloom. on theſe ſupernatural ſce- 
| mes. Towards the latter end of the ſpeech: of the 
ghoſt of Cairbar, he fortels the death of Cathmor, 
\ dy enumerating thoſe ſignals, which, according. to 

- dee opinion of the times, preceded. the death of 

3 a perſon renowned. It was thought, chat the 
8 3 for chree nights 


— 
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V their living friends, are-ſhort, aud their langus- | 


— 
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' Ablaſt knetding his winke ſkirted eloud; which 
he ſeized in the boſom of night, as he role; 


with his fame, towards his airy hall. Half. 


mixed with the noiſe of the ſtream, he poured 
his feeble words. . 


Joy meet the ſoul of Cath: bis voĩce 
was heard on Moi lena. The bard. gave his 


ſong to Cairbar: he trayels on the wind. My 
form is in my father's hall; like the gliding 
of a terrible light, which winds - thro” the de · 
fart, in a ſtormy night. — Wo band ſhaft 


be wanting at thy tomb, when thou ark — 


laid. The ſons of ſong love the valiant. + 
Cathmor, thy name is a pleaſant gale. — 


The mournful ſounds ariſe! On Lubar's field 5 
there is a voice! — Louder ſtill ye ſhadowy 


ghoſts! the dead were full of fame. 1 185 
Shrilly fwells the feeble ſound. 3 The 


| rougher blaſt alone is heard! — Ab, doe R 


is” Cathmor low! e 
Rolled- into himſelf he few, wide on tie 


boſom of his blaſt, The old e felt his, de- 


r io 4 1 paͤrtu- 
n 2 e en Colne aha. labs where his 
| tomb was to be raiſed ) round an unſubitantial 

figure, which repreſented une 
F e was t0 % „ wien 5%, 
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parture, and ſhook its whiflling. head. The 
king ſtarted from reſt, and took his dreadful 
ſpear. He lifts his 7 around. He * one 
dark · ſkirted night. ö | 
: *) It was the voice of the king; but now 
his form is gone. Unmarked is your path in 
the air, ye children of the night. Often, like 
a reflected beam, are ye ſeen in the deſart 
wild; but ye retire in your blaſts, before our 
ſteps approach. —— o then, ye feeble race 
knowledge with you there is none. Your joys 
are weak, and like the dreams of our reſt, or 


the light - winged thought that flies acroſs the 


foul, — Shall Cathmor ſoon be low? Dark 
I laid in his narrow houſe? where no morning 
comes with her half - opened eyes. Away, 
thou ſhade! to fight i is mine, all farther thought 
away: I ruſh forth, on eagle- wings, to ſeize 
— 


4 ») The foliloquy of Carhmor | abounids with that 


magnanimity and love of fame, which conſtitute 
the hero. Tho? ſtaggered at firſt with the pre- 
dition of Cairbar's ghoſt, he ſoon comforts him- 
ſelf with the "agreeable proſpect of his future re- 
non; and like Achilles, prefers à ſhort and 
glorious life, to an * * of years int 


An E P Ic 0 M 10 


my beam of fame. In the lonely vale of . 
ſtreams, _ the > little “) foul. — Years 
roll 


8 * 
LY 
- 


) From this paſſage we learn, in what extreme con 
*tempr an indolent and unwarlike life was held 


in thoſe days of heroiſm, Whatever a philoſo- 


) pher may ſay, in praiſe of quiet and retirement, 
I am far from thinking, but they weaken and 
debaſe the human mind. When the faculties of 

the ſoul are not exſerted, they loſe their vigout. 

and low and circumſcribed notions take the pla- 


— 


> ce of noble and enlarged ideas. Action, on the 


contrary, and the viciſſitudes of fortune which 
attend it, call forth, by turns, all the powers 
of the mind, and, by exerciſiug, ſtrengthen them. 
Hence it is, that in great and opulent ſtates, 
When property and indolence are ſecured to in- 


dividuals, we ſeldom meet with that ſtrength of 


mind „Which is ſo common in a nation, not far 
advanced in dvilization, © It is a curious, but 


juſt vbſervation; that great kingdoms ſeldom 


produce great characters, which muſt be altoge- 


ther attributed to that indolence' and disſipation, 
\ which- are the irfſeparable companions of oo | 


much property and ſecurity. Rome, it is Er- 


" 34 « oh Latium, than . when its nn extended 


. Ga 
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tain, had gfe real « great” men within it, When 
its power was confined within the natrow- bounde 
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roll on, ſeaſons return, but he is ſtill aikknowih. £ 


— in a blaſt comes cloudy death, and lays 
his grey head low. His ghoſt is rolled on the 
vapour of the fenny field. Its courſe is never 
on hills, or moſly vales of wind. — _ So 
ſhall not Cathmor depart, no boy in the field 
was he, who only marks the bed of roes, upon 
the ecchoing hills. My isſuing forth was with 
kings, and my joy in dreadful plains; where. 
broken hoſts are rolled A „ like ſeas before 
the wind. 


180 elde the king of Alnecma, brighten- 
| ing in his riſing ſoul: valour, like a pleaſant 
flame, is gleaming within his breaſt. Stately is 
his ſtride on the heath: the beam of eaſt is 
poured around. He ſaw his grey hoſt on the 
field, wide - ſpreading their ridges in light. He 
+ ore. like a ſpirit of Heaven > Whoſe ſteps 
f | - come 


\ 


{ 


| over all the dis world; and, one pet- 


ty, Rate of the Safon heptarchy had, per- : 
| haps, as much genuine ſpirit. in it, as 


the two Britiſh kingdoms united. As ſta- 
te, we are much more pewerfül than our 


anceſtors, but we would loſe by compar- 


ing individuals with them. 


1 


* 
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come forth on his ſeas, when he. beholds them | 
peaceful round, and all the winds are laid. 
But ſoon he awakes the waves, and rolls them 
large ito ſome ecchoing coaſt, 5 
On the y bank f 4 ehm ſlept the 
daughter of Inis- huna. The helmet “) had 


5 fallen from her head. Her dreams were in 


the lands of her fathers “ There morning was 
on the field: grey ſtreams leapt down from the 
rocks; the breezes,” in ſhadowy waves, fly 
o'er. the -ruſby fields. There is the ſound 
that prepares for the chace; and the moving 
of warriors from the hall. —— But tall above 
the reſt is the hero of ſtreamy Atha : he bends 
his eye of love on Sul - malla, from his ſtately 
ſteps. She turns, with pride, her how! enn | 
and caceleſs bends Ws bow. 


en 


_ * The 8 which, r rs d e is 
well imagined, and naturally conducted. The 
dlence of Cathmor, upon this occaſion is more 
expreſſive of the, emotions of his ſoul, than 
any ſpeech Which che poet Fouls Fat into his 
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Such were the dreams of the maid, when 
Atha's warrior came. He ſaw her fair face 
before him, in the midſt of her wandering 
locks. He knew the maid of Lumon. What 
ſhould Cathmor do? — His ſigh aroſe : his 
tears came down. But ſtraight he turned 
away. —— This is no time, king of Atha, 
to wake thy ſecret ſoul. The battle is rolled 
before thee, q * a een, n. 


"A He i as lc boſs *), wherein 
dwelt the voice of war. Erin roſe around him, 
like the ſound of eagle - wings. Sul - mal- 
la ſtarted from ſleep, in her disordered locks. 
She ſeized the helmet from earth,; and trembled 
in her place. Why ſhould they know in 
1 of the 890 of Tio» huna? "OP ſhe 
| TE» 


F341 © | x 

*) In order to underſtand this paſſage, it is neceſſa - 
ry .w» look to the deſcription of Cathmor's 
- ſhield, which the poet has given us in the fe- 
venth book. This ſhield had ſeven principal boſ- 
h ſes, the ſound of each of which, when ſtruck 
with a ſpear, conveyed a particular order 
from the king to his tribes. | The ſound of one 

of them, as here, was the Kites for the —_ 
ro EO | 
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| remembered the race of * 5 nd: oy e 
of her __ aroſe. 


* 


+ l * 
4 ” 


1 
m4 
* 


Her ſteps are / behind 2 rock, by the blue. 
winding ſtream 7 of A vale: where dwelt the 
dark- brown hind, ere yet the war aroſe. Thi. 
ther came the voice of Cathmor, at times, t 
Sul - malla's ear. Her ſoul is r ſad; ſhe. 
pours her words on wind. 1 f 


7 
oy 4 * * 
& 


not 


| «3 This was not the valley of lena, f to o which 80 


11 4 


depend, on the ftrength/ of thought, as on the 
elegance of expreſſion and harmony of numbers. 
bY has been obſerved, that. an author is put 
to the ſevereſt reſt, win he is ſtript of the 


ornaments of verlification, and delivered down. 


in another language in proſe. Thoſe, there. 


"0 g who have ſeen how awkward a' figure F 


1 . even 


| **, The dreams of Wy: departed : 
they are rolled away from my ſoul, I hear 


ric pieces loſe moſt, by a literal proſe transla- | 
tion: as the beauty of them does nor ſo much 


— 
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not the chace in my and, I am concealed. i in 
the ſkirts of war. I look forth from my cloud; 
but no beam appears, to light my path, I be- 
hold my warrior low : for the broad - ſhielded 
king is near; he that overcomes / in danger; 
Fingal of the ſpears. — Spirit of departed 
Conmor, are thy ſteps on the boſom of winds? 
comeſt thou, at times, to other lands, father 
of ſad Sul - malla? Thou doſt come, for I have 
heard thy voice at night; while yet I roſe on 
the wave to ſtreamy Inis - fail. The ghoſt of 
_ OY, + hos can ert the ſouls, of 
/ „ Pa: © 


even Homer and Virgil make, in a verſion of 
= +44: this fort, will think the better of the LANES. 
tions of, Olfian, FB, «SY 


= 6 of Sul -malla, was killed 
in that war, from which Cathmor delivered Inis - 
huna. Larmar his ſon ſucceeded . Conmor. It 


woas the opinion of the times, when a perſon 
was reduced to a pitch of miſery, which could 
admit of uo alleviation, that the ghoſts of his 
. . anceſtors called his ſoul away. This ſupernatu- 
ral kind of death was called the voice of the 

dead; and is believed by the W e 2 | 
doo this day. TOE 5 


75 their race 
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X 


8 the 


1 


There is. no Jy en og in 1 n .. ; 


. who | gave more univerſal credit to apparitions 3 
and the viſits of the ghoſts of the deceaſed to 


their friends, than the common highlanders, 
This is to be attributed as much, at leaſt, 
to the ſituation of the country they posſeſs, as 


to that credulous dipoſition which diſtinguiſhes 


an unenlightened people, As their bufineſs was 
feeding of cattle, in dark and extenſive deſarts, 


ſo their journeys lay over wide and unfrequents \ 
ed heaths, where, often, they were obliged to 
ſleep in the open air, amidſt the whiſtling of 


winds, and roar of waterfalls, The gloomineſy 


of the ſcenes around them was apt to beget 
- that melancholy dispgfition of mind, which moſt _ 

_ readily receives impreſſions of the extraordinary 
and ſupernatural kind. Falling aſleep in this 


gloomy mood, and their dreams being disturbed 
by the noiſe of the elements around, it is no 


matter of wonder, that they thought they heard 


the voice of the dead. This voice of the dead, 
however, was, perhaps, no more than a ſhrillec 
whiſtle of the winds in an old tree, or in the 
chinks of a neighbouring rock. It is to this 


- ſh 8 thoſe many and improbable tales 
5 1 5 | ' od. of 1 


1 


white they behold A lonely im 
the midſt of woe. Call me, my father, when. | 


PRE 
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the king is low, on. earth; for then I ſhall Is 
lonely in the midſt of woe. $430) n gf 


of ghoſts, which we meet with in the high- 

lands: for, in other reſpects, we do not find 

that the highlanders are more credulous than 
"their neighbours. 85 85 LEY a 
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Offian, after a ſhort addreſs to the harp of Cona, de- 


ſcribes the arrangement of both armies on either ſi- 
de of the river Lubar. Fingal gives the command 
ta Fillan: but, at the ſame time, orders Gaul, the 
fon of Morni, who had been wounded in the hand 
in the preceding battle, to asſiſt him with his coun- 
ſel. The ariny of the Fir- bolg is commanded by 
Foldath. The general onſet is deſcribed. The great 
aQous of Fillan, He kills Nothmar and — 
But when Fillan conquers, in one wing, Foldath 
preſſes hard on the other. lle wounds Dermid „the 
ſon of Duthno, and puts the whole wing to flight. 
Dermid deliberates with himſelf and, at laſt, reſol- 
yes to put a ſtop to the progreſs of Foldath , 'by 

.engaging him in ſingle combat, ——, When the 

two chiefs were approaching towards one another , 
Fillan came ſuddenly to the relief of Dermid ; enga- 
ged Foldath, and killed him. The behaviour of Mal- 
thos towards the fallen Foldath, Fillan puts the 
| whole army of the Fir-bolg to flight. The book 
| cloſes with an addreſs to Clatho, the mother of that 
hero, | | 3 J 


a—_ 


* 1 


© ur ) 


* E MOR A: 


AN 


EPIC POEM, 


BOOK FIP TH. 
| — — — ; 
* ) | hen dweller between the ſhields, that 5 
hang on high in Oſſian's hall! de. 
frend from ſe place, o * and let me hear © © 
l thy 


\ 


30# 


» Theſe [ini addrefles vive gteat life to the 
poetry of Oſſian. They are all in a lyric meaſu- 
re. The old men, who retain, on memory, 
the compoſitions of Offian , ſhew much ſatisfa- 
gion, when they come to thoſe parts of them, 
which are in rhime, and take great pains to ex- ; 
_plain their beauties, and inculcate the meaning 
of their obſolete phraſes, on the minds of their 
| -  hearers. This attachment does not proceed from 8 
the ſuperior beauty of theſe lyric pieces, burt 
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5 


thy voice. Son of Alpin, ſtrike the firing; 
thou muſt awake the ſoul of the bard. The 


mur- 


rather from a tuſte for rhime, which the modern 
bards have eſtabliſhed among the highlanders. 
Having no genius themſelves for the ſublime 
and pathetic, they placed the whole beauty of 
poetry in the returning harmony of ſimilar 
ſounds. The ſeducing charms of rhime ſoon 
weaned their countrymen from that attachment, 
they long had to the recitative of Oſſian: and, 
tho they ſtill admired his compoſitjons, their 
admiration was founded more on his antiquity, 
and the detail of facts which he gave, than on 


his poetical excellence. Rhiming, in proceſs of 


time, became ſo much reduced into a fyſtem, 
and was ſo univerſally underſtood, that every 

cow - herd compoled tolerable - verſes. Theſe 
poems, it is true, were a deſcription of nature; 
but of nature in its rudeſt form; a group of 
unintereſting | ideas dreſſed out in the flowing 
harmony of monotonous verſes. Void of merit 
as thoſe vulgar compoſitions were, they fell litt- 
le ſhort of the productions of the regular bards : 
for when all poetical excellence is confined to 
ſounds alone, it is within the power of, every 
one Poiſeſſed of a m ear. c 


* EPIC POEM 4s. 
murmur of Lora's *) ſtream has rolled the tale 


away. — 1 ſtand in the cloud of years: few . 
are. its openings towards the paſt, and when 


the viſion comes, it is but dim and dark. — 1 
hear thee, harp of Cona; my ſoul returns, like 
a breeze, which the ſun 50 ey to the Va- 
le, Rata dwelt the lozy, miſt. , 


* 


: Lubar is bright before me, in the wind- 


ings of its vale. On either „ on ern Bills, 
e * A riſe 


) Lora is often 8 it was a ſmall nk 


x : rapid ſtream jn the neighbourhood of Selma, 


— I There is no veſtige of this name now. remaining; 
_ tho” it appears from a very old ſong, which 
te translator has ſeen, that one of the ſmall 
rivers on the north - welt coaft Was called Lora 


ſome centuries ago. 2 - 


Oh From ſeveral paſſage he ws 1 
form a diſtinet idea of the ſcene of the action 
of Temora. At à finall diſtance from one ano- 

| ther roſe; the hills of Mora and Lon: the firſt 

posſeſſed by Fingal, the "ſecond by the army. of 
'Carhmor. Through the intermediate plain ran 
the dall river Lubar, on the banks of which-all | 
- the battles were fought, excepting that between | 


= __,  Caitbar and Oſcar, related in the firſt book. 
1 This laſt mentioned engagement happened, to 


* 
* 
% : 


"1 


* 


* 


* 


* 


1 


— 


— 


1 4 
% 4 


nile the tall * of the 11 their people 
are poured around them, bending forward to 
their words; as if their fathers ſpoke, deſcend- | 
ing from their winds. —— But the kings we- 
re like two rocks in the midſt, each with its 
40 head of pines; when they are ſeen in the 
deſart, above low - ſailing miſt. High on their 
face are ſtreams, which N their foam on 
blaſts. £ 
Beneath 9 voice of Cathmor Sobel wt 
like the ſound of flame. Wide they came down 
to Lubar; before them is the ſtride of Foldath. 
But Cathmor retired to bis hill, beneath his 
bending oaks. The tumbling of @ ſtream is 
near the rd he lifts , at times, 2 » bis 2 
f ſpear. 
the north of the kill of Mora, of which Fingal 
took posſeſſion „after the army of Cairbar fell 
back to that of Cathmor. At ſome diſtance, 


bur within fight of Mora, towards the weſt, Ly- 
bar isſued from the mountain of Crommal; and 
after a ſhort courſe thro? the plain of Moi - lena, 
discharged itſelf into the ſea near the field of 
battle. Behind the mountain of Crompnal ran 
the ſmall ſtream of Levath, on the banks of 
which Ferad · artho, the ſon of Cairbre, the on - 
ly perſon remaining of the race of Conar, liv- 
ed concealed in a cave, during the uſurpation 
of Cairbar, the ſon of Borbar- duthul. 
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Se. It was a flame to his people, in the 
_midſt of war. Near him ſtood the +. Gs 
"of Con « mor, leaning | on her rock. She did 
not rejoice over the ſtrife: - her ſoul delighted 
not in bleod. A valley * ſpreads green be- 
bind the hill, with its three blue ſtreams. 
The ſun is there in | filence ; and the dun 


mountain roes come down. On theſe are 


turned * eyes of Inis-huna's eee 
n z 313 2614 nat 


aig bebeld on u big * ſon of __ 

* he ſaw the . zrolling of Erin, on 
the darkened plain. He ſtruck that warning . 
boſs, which bids the people obey; when he 
Ans his chiefs before them; to the field of 
tenown. Wide roſe their ſpeats ' 
their ecchoing ſhields reply around. Fear, 
like a vapor, did not wind among the hoſt* 
for he, the king, was near, the ſtrength of 
ftreamy Morven. —— Gladneſs drightoted the 


es we heard his words of gn 2828 
| _— 


590 It was to this wa Sul milla tilted, during 
the laſt and deciſive battle between Fingal and 
Cathmor. It is deſcribed in the ſeventh book, 
here it is called the vale of Lona, and the. re- 
e  Kdouce of a Druid. 22 — 
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Like the coming forth of winds, is the 
found of Morven's ſons ! They are mountain- 
waters, determined in their courſe.” Hence is 
Fingal renowned, and his name in other lands. 
He was not a lonely beam in danger; f. 
your ſteps were always near. But never 
was I a dreadful form, in your preſence, dar- 
kened into wrath. My voice was no thunder 
to your ears: mine eyes ſent forth no death. — 
When the haughty appeared, I beheld them 
not. They were forgot at my feaſts: like miſt 
they melted away. —— A young beam is 
before you: few are his paths to war. They 
are few, bur he is valiant: defend my dark- 
haired ſon. Bring him back with joy: Hereaf- 
ter he may ſtand alone. His farm is like his 
fathers; his ſoul is a flame of their fire. —— 
Son of car - borne Morni , move behind the ſon 
of Clatho: let thy voice reach his ear, from 
the ſkirts of war. Not unobſerved rolls battle, 
before thee, breaker of the ſhields, _ 

The king ſtrode, at once, away to Cor- 


mul's ) lofty' rock, As, flow, I lifted my 
| Wy” ſteps 


20 The rock of Cormul roſe on the hill of Mora, 
and commanded a proſpect of the field of battle. 


The ſpeech of Fingal, which immediately preced- 
8 8 5 1 F | — bo es 


An EPIC POEM m7 


ſtepe behind; came forward the ſtrength of 
Gaul. His ſhield hung looſe on its thong; he 


ſpoke , in haſte, to Offian, — Bind *), 
ſon of Fingal, this ſhield, bind it high to the 


ſſde of Gaul. The foe may behold it, and 


think I left the ſpear. If 1 ſhall fall, let my 
tomb be hid in the field: for fall I muſt with- 
out my fame: mine arm cannot lift the ſteel. 
Let not Evir - choma hear it, to bluſh between 


her locks. —— Fillan, the mighty behold us; 
let us not forget the ſtrife, Why ſhould they. 


come, from their hills, to aid our flying field? 


Ie ſtrode onward; with the ſound of his 


ſhield. "MF" voice purſued bim 3 8s 1 went. 
5 Can 


5 this Paſſage, i is worthy & WIN remarked , 
as the language, not only of a warlike, but a 
good king. The confidence which his people re- 


poſed in him, was as much the reſule of his 
| clemency and military merit, as the conſequence 


of that affection, which men, uncorrupted-+with'' 
the vices of advanced ſociety, naturally have 
for the chief of their A and hereditary 


prince. 
*) It is neceſſary to remember, hs Gaul was 


| wounded; which occaſions his requiring herg 


de 
K 2 - 


the aadhanee 'of Offian © to "nd An e on his 


TH 


* 
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Can the ſon of Morni fall without his fame 
in Erin? But che deeds of the mighty forſake 
their ſouls of fire. They ruſh careleſs over 
the fields of renown : their words are never 
heard. -—— -I rejoiced over the ſteps of the 
chief: I ſtrode to the rock of the king, where 
he fat in his "7 locks , OE the 
mountain - wind ff 
In two dark ridges bend the aan to- 
; wards each other, at Lubar. Here Foldath ro- 
ſe u pfllar of darkneſs! there briglitened the 
youth of Fillan. Each, with his ſpear: in the 
ſtream, ſent forth the voice of war. Gaul 
firuck the ſhield of Morven: at once they 


palunge in battle. —— Steel poured its gleam 


on ſteel: like the fall of ſtreams ſhone the 
field, when they mix their foam together , 
from two dark · browed rocks. —— Behold he 
comes the ſon of fame: he lays the people 
low! Deaths fit on blaſts around him! — 
Warriors ſtrew thy paths, o Fillan! 
) Rothmar, the ſhield of warriors, ſtood 
between two chinky rocks. Two oaks „which 
winds 
”) Rock's - mar, Pos ſound of. the ſto before a ſtorm. 
Drumanard, high ridge. Culmin FR ſoft - haired, 


Cull - allin , beantiful locks. dane » ftreamy 
river. 1 95 Wy, 
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winks had dent from high „ ſpread their bran · 
ches on either ſide. He rolls his darkening 
eyes on Fillan, and ſilent, ſhades his friends; 


Fingal ſaw the approaching fight; and all his 


ſoul 123 — But as, .the ſtone. of Loda FJ 
| Ke 


'4 


- 
- : P 4 
* 2 > 


47 4 * % —— . * RES - 
1 1 1 » 4 


2 By the ſtone of: Lods; as I have W in 
my notes on ſome other poems of Oſſan, is 


* 


| vians. Otijan , in his many expedizions to, 1 
8 ney and Scandinavia , became acquainted | w 

Dias A the rites of the religion which pr railed 
©” in thoſt*cduntiics; and Rae alludes t them 

| in tits poems. There ate ſome runs, Adr 


race cular pales of ſtone, remaining ſtill in Orkney, 
and the iſlands of Shetland, which retain, to | 
this day, the name of Loda or Loden. They 


4“ ſeem to have difered materlally, in their con - 


ſtruction, from thoſe Druidical monuments, which 


remain in Britain, and the weſtern iſles. The 


places bf wörſhip among the Scandiuavians were 


1 originally xude and unadorned. In. after ages, 
when they opened a communication with other 
VS nations 5: 'they adopred their manners, and built 

temples; > That at Upfal „in Sweden, was amaz- 

iungly rich aud magnifſcent. Ha quiz, of Nor- 

way, built one, near »Drantheim, littie inferior 

te — ang | Ren under the 
R * e ͤ name 


1 


* 


meant a place of worſhip among the Scaudina- 


2 — 
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falls, ſhook, at once, from rocking Druman- 
ard, when ſpirits heave the earth in their wrath; 
ſo 1 N ſhielded: Meth. | 


f 


Near are the 175 of Culmin; the youth 
came , burſting into tears. Wrathful he cut 
the wind, ere yet he mixed his ſtrokes with 
Fillan. He had firſt bent the bow with Roth- 
mar, at the rock of his own blue ſtreams, 
There they had marked the place of the roe, 


s the ſun - beam "flew over the fern, — 
Why, ſon of Cul-allin , - doſt thou ruſh on 


that beam *) of light? it is a fire that con- 
ſumes. — Youth of Struths retire, Your 


I'S. Ee #2: $025": 44: fathers 
1 5 4 2 * %; * 7 
name of Loden. Mallet, edu. a Fhiſtoi. 
re de Daunem ure. 


* 


wy Tho poet · 3 calls blen e of 

light. Culmin, mentioned here, was the ſon 

of Clonmar, chief of Strutha, by the beautiful 

Cul-allin. She was fo remarkable for the beauty 

of her perſon, that che is introduced, frequent- 

iy. in the ſimilies and alluſions of antient poe- 

try. Mar Chul-alnin Strutha nan ſian; is a line 

of Offian in another poem; i. c. Lovely as Cul · 
"alin of Strutha of the ſtorms. 
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fathers were not equal, in the glittering ſtrife 
* the: field. „ „ 4 


| ; 8 1 
8 The ee Culmin remains in «the hall ; 5 
ſhe looks forth on blue - rolling Strutha. A 
whirlwind riſes, on the ſtream, dark eddying 
round the ghoſt of her ſon. His dogs * are 
howling. in their place: his ſhield is bloody in 
the hall. — Art thou fallen, my fair- 
| haired. fon, © in Erin s dismal war? e 


8 * 6 1 0 2 
a * Ft; p * 5 4 | i 1 
. F BY 
* — 


55 Dogs were e thought, to "4 fentible of the death F 

of their maſter, let it happen at ever 10 erkat 
a diſtatice, It was alſob the opinion of the ti 
mes, that the arms which warriors left at home 
became bloody, when they themſelves fell in 
battle. It was from thoſe figns that Cul- allin 
is ſuppoſed to underſtand, that her on is killed; 
in which ſhe is confirmed by the appearence of 
his ghoſt. Her ſudden and ſhort. exclama- 

tion, on the occaſion,, i is more affecting, than if 
ſhe had extended her complaints to a greater 
length. The attitude. of the fallen youth , and 
Fillan's reflexions over him, are natural and ju- 
dicious, and come forcibly back on the mind, 
when we conſider, that the ſuppoſed ſituation of 
the father of Culmin, was ſo ſimilar to that of _ 
Fingal, after the death of Fillan himſelf. | 


K 4 
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Az a roe, pierced in ſeeret, lies panting, 
by her wonted ſtreams; the hunter looks over 
her feet of wind, and remembers her ſtately 
bounding before: fo lay the fon of Cul-allin, 
beneath the eye of Fillan. His hair is rolled 
in a little ſtream bis blood wandered on his 
ſhield. Still his hand held the ſword , that 
failed him in the day of his danger. — 
Thou art fallen; J faid Fillan, ere yet thy 
fame was heard, —— Thy father ſent thee 
to war: and he exſpects to hear thy deeds. 
He is grey, Perhaps, , at his ſtreams, turning 
his dim eyes towards | Mai - lens. But thou 
Malt not return, vith the ſpoil. of. the fallen 


"Ms. pore 5 eee 
him, over the ecchoing heath. — But, man 
on man, fell Morven before the dark · red rage 
of Foldath: for, far on the field, he poured 
the roar of half his tribes. Dermid “ ) ſtood 
before him in wrath : the ſons of Cona gather 


= round. But his ſhield is cleft by Foldath 


* bis people Ty over the heath, , 
| 2 fe 


5 


5 e) This Dermid is, da the As with Der- 
| mid O duine, who makes fo great 42 figurc in 
the fictions of the Iriſh bards, 


i _ 


Au E ICO „ 


Then ſaid the foe, in his pride, 70 They ha- 
ve fled, and my fame begins. Go, Malthos, : 
and bid the king“) to guard the dark - rolling 
of ocean; that Fingal may not eſcape. from my x 
word. He muſt lie on earth. Beſide ſome fen 
ſhall his tomb be ſeen. . It ſhall riſe without 
a ſong. His ghoſt ſhall hoyer 1 in an over the 
youre pool.” OK e "of 


PR Malthos heard with u datkent 468bt; he 
rolled his filent eyes. — He knew the pri- 
de of Foldath, and looked. up to the king on 
his hill; then J darkly, ping; * {eggs | his 
ſword i in was. 2 
An Clono's *) narrow vale, were bent 
To two trees thave the” n dark in His wig 
| 1550 3 88318 R » > oor + 


WED? 


wa. Cathmor, TH n Me: dc te Art + 


—* This valley had ”_ name 3 Clono ; F fa of 
Lethmal of Lora, one of the anceſtors of Der- 
-wol 36 w the ſon of Duthno. His hiſtory is thus 
related in an old poem. In the days of Conar, 
the ſon of Trenmor, the firſt king of Ireland, 
Clono paſſed over into that kingdom, from Ca- 
ledonia, to aid Conar againſt che Fir- bolg- 
det remarkable for the beauty of his. Fern., 5 


# 
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ſtood Duthno's filent ſon. The blood: poured / 
from his "thigh : his ſhield lay broken near. 
His ſpear leaned againſt a ſtone, 1 e und 
why ſo ſad? 

4 15 


he ſoon drew the attention of Sulmin, the young 
wife of an Iriſh chief. She discloſed her pas- 
ſion, which was not properly returned by the 
Caledonian. The lady lickened, thro* disappoint- 
ment, and her love for Clono came to the 
ears of her husband. Fired with jealouſy, he 
vowed revenge. Clono, to avoid his rage, de- 
| - parted from Temora, in order to paſs over into 
\ Scotland; and being benighted in the valley men- 
tioned here, he laid himſelf down to ſleep. There, 
(to uſe the words of the poet) Lethmal deſcend- 
ed in the dreams of Clono; and told him, that 
danger was near. For the reader's amuſement 
I ſhall translate the viſion , which does not want 
poetical merit, 
Ghoſt * LETUMAL 
% Ariſe from thy bed of moſs; "aig of low- 
11d Lorhanal ; eite. The ſound. of tho coming 
of foes * along the wink. | = 


| Bf CLono. | 5 
3 "Whoſe voice is that, like any ſtreams, in 
: mdeuhe ſeaſon of 1 wats 3 


Ghoſt 


„ AW BP VC rann . 


I bear the roar of battle. My people are 
alone. My ſteps are ſlow on the heath; and 

no ſhield is mine. — Shall he then prevail? 

4 . It 


Ghoft of LETH MAL. 


Ariſe, thou dweller of the ſouls' of the lovely ; 5 


ſon of Lethmal, bent a 4 2 


CLoxo. | 
| 5 E 
_ How * is ; the night! The moon is Pony 
ed in the ſky; red are the paths of ghoſts, 
"dis its ſullen face! Green : ſkirted meteors ſet 
around. Dull is the roaring of ſtreams, from 
the valley of dim forms, I hear thee, ſpirit of 
my father, on the eddying courſe of the wind. 
il hear thee, but thou bendeſt not, forward, thy 
al form, nnen 2 5 
be Ahe Clono . of 
Sulmin came up, with his numerous attendants. 
Clono defended” himſelf, - but, after a gallant 
reſiſtance, he was overpowered and ſlaip, He 
was burried in the place where he was killed, 
and the valley was called after his name. Der- 
mid, in his requeſt to Gaul the ſon of Morni, 
| which immediately follows this paragraph, allud · 
es ta the tomb of Clono, and his own our 
nection with that unfortunate chief: 25 
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n den eb Did i lf K wil 
eall thee forth, o ene and meet thee _ 
in fight, 06 Wye 4+ 71 


He took his ſpear, with dreadful joy. The 
ſon of Morni came. —— Stay, ſon of Duth- 
no, ſtay thy ſpeed; thy ſteps are marked with 
blood. No boſſy ſhield is thine. Why ſhouldſt 
thou fall unarmed?” —— King of Strumon, 
give thou thy ſhield. It has often rolled back 
the war. I ſhall ſtop the chief, in his courſe. 
Son of *Morni , doſt thou behold that 
ſtone? It lifts its grey head thto' graſs, There 
dwells a chief of the race of Dermid, —— 
Place me there in night J. 


He 
*? The 8 of the neg of Gaul, . the la- 
conic reply of Dernud, are: judicious and well 
ſuited to the hurry of the eccafion. The inci- 

dents which Oſſian has choſen to diverſify his 

- - _, battles, are intereſting, and never fail to awa« 
ben our attention. I know, that want of parti- 
ciularity in the wounds, and diverſity in the fall 
of thoſe that are ſlain, have been among the 

|  objeQtions, ſtarted, to the poetical merit of Of. 


- fan's poems. 2 e without pf ict 


TY #40 POEM” 167 


14 Het: lowly roſe; apainſt the hill, and faw. 


the troubled field; The gleaming ridges of the 


fight, disjoined and broken round.” = As 


diſtant fires, on heath by night, now ſeem as 
loſt in ſmoak, then rearing their red ſtreams 
on the hill, as blow or ceaſe; the winds: fo 


met the intermitting war the eye of broad. 


ſhielded Dermid. — Thro' the hoſt ate the 


ſtrides of Foldath ; like ſome dar ſhip on 


wintry waves, when it isſues from between och 
iſles, to ſpoxt on LEY ſeas. 


. 
1 may ſay it, is unjuſt: for our pet has Intro- 
duced as great a variety of this ſort, as he, with 
piropriety, could within the compaſs of ſo hort 
poems. It is confeſſed, that Homer has a great - 
er variety of deaths, than auy other poet that 

ever appeared. His great knowledge in anatomy 


can ,never be disputed: but, I am far from 


thinking, that his battles, even with all their 
novelty of wounds, are the moſt beautiful parts 
of his poems. The human mind dwells with 
disguſt upon a protracted ſcene of carnage; and, 


| ftho' the introduction of the terrible is neceſſary 


to the grandeur of heroic poetry; yet F am con- 
vinced, that à medium ought to be obſerved. 


2 


t; 4 . J - 2 
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ä Dermid, with rage, beheld his courſe. He 
ſtrove to ruſh along. But he failed in the midſt 
of his ſteps; and the big tear came down. — 
He ſounded his father's horn; and thrice ſtruck 
his boſſy ſhield. He called thrice the name 
of Foldath, from his roaring tribes. — Fol- 
dath, with joy, beheld the chief: he lifted 
high his bloody ſpear. —— As a rock is mark- 
ed with ffreams, that fell troubled down its 
fide in a ſtorm: ſo, ſtreaked with wandering 
blood, is the dark form of Moma. | 


The hoſt, on either ſide, withdrew from 
the contending of kings. —— They raiſed, 
at once, their gleaming points. —— Ruſhing 


came F llan of * *). Three paces back 
Fol- 


RP The rapidity of this at; which indeed is but 
faintly imitated in the translation, is amazingly 

expreſſive in the original. One hears the very 
rattling of the armour of Fillan. The interven- 
tion of Fillan is neceſſary here: for as Dermid 
was wounded before, it is not to be ſuppoſed, 
he could be a match for Foldath. Fillan is often, 
poetically, called the ſon of Moruth, from a 
ſtream of that name in" Morver, near which” he 
was born. Es 


Foldath withdrew dazzled. with that beam of 
light, which came, as isſuing from à cloud, 
to ſave the wounded hero. Growing in 


his pride he ſtood , and called forth | all his 


Reel, 


As meet two broad- winged eagles , in 
their ſounding ſtrife, on the winds: ſo ruſhed, 
the two chiefs, on Moi - lena, into "gloomy 
fight. By turns are the ſteps of the 
kings *) forward on their rocks; for now the 
duſky war ſeems to deſcend on their ſwords. 


— Cathmor feels the joy of warriors , , on 


big moſſy hill: their joy in ſeeret, when dangers 
riſe. equal to their ſouls. His eye is nat turned 


on Lubar , but on Morven's . dreadful king; 
for he beneſe kia on Mora, ee in ns arms. 


Foldath — fell on his meld; the ſpear 
of Fillan pierced the king. Nor looked the 


youth : | 


*) Fin 15 ad Ste 


) The fall of Foldath , if we may believe tradi- 


don, was predicted to him, before he had left 


* 


his own country, to join Cairbar, in his deſigns | 


on the Iriſh throne. He went to. the cave of 
Moma, to enquire. of the ſpirits of his fathers, 
| © concerning the ſucceſs of the enterpriſe of Cair- 
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youth on the fallen, but onward rolled the 

4K war. The hundred voices of death aroſe. 4— 

= !. « Stay, ſon of Fingal , ſtuy thy ſpeed. | Behold- 
PPP eſt 


” 1 g 


— 
* 


bar. The reſpouſes of oracles are always attend- 
een with obſcurity, and liable to a double mean - 
ing: Foldath, therefore, put a favourable inter- 

| | pretation on the prediction „and purſued his 
i _ - _ adopted plan of aggrandizing himſelf with -the 
fc. flamily of Arha. I Thall, here, translate the 
anſwer of the ghoſts of his anceſtors, as it was 
handed down by tradition. Whether the legend 
1, really ancient, or the invention of a late age, 
I ball not pretend, to determine; tho“ from the 
. rp - 2 ſhould ths; 1 


— — > GR - Q!— —— — — 


— ], ]§—‚——— . §—˖. 
- — * 


4M 
_ — ol 22 a * 
de 


5 e 3 the | ſpirits of bis Fates. 


© - Dark, I ſtand in your preſence; fathers of 
Foldath, hear. Shall my fteps pals over Atha, 
to Ullin of the roes? 


- | >, The Anſwer, 

Thy Rteps ſhall paſs over Atha, to the green 

Liz: | dwelling of kings. There ſhall thy ſtature ariſe, 
4 over the fallen, like a pillar of thunder + clouds. 

4 T There, terrible in darkneſs, ſhalt thou ftand, 
. till the reflected beam, or Clon · cath of Moruth, 
dome; Moruth of many ſtreams, that roars in 

aten layds.” a 


— 


1104p 0 BM 16 


A & Y 


eſt chow not chat gleaming form, à dreadful 
87 of death? Awaken not the king of Ainee· 
; 1 ſon of — Clutho# ttt, 

= a . A 
Nłalthos 9 ſaw Fold low. He darliy 
lived above the king. Hatred was rolled from 


— 


e or bet: beam, 87 why traditlo-/ 
nal authors, was the name of the ſword of Fil- 
lan; f that it was; in the latent fignification 


ef the word Clon'+ cath, that the deception lay. 4 


My principal reaſon for introduting this note, 
is, that; IF this tradition is equally ancient with 
| the poem, which, by the bye, is doubrful, it 
ſerves to ſhew, that the religion of the Fir dels + 
_ Uiffered from that of the Caledonians; « as we 
© never find the latter enquiting 4 the * of 
| their) deceaſed anceſtors. F; 


'#) ik 9 of Foldath and Malchos a are el 1 
8 ſusrained. They were both dark and'ſurly, bur 
each in a different. way, Foldath was impetuous 


ant cruel; Malthos ſtubborn and incredalbis.” © 


Their attachment to the family of Ata was 
equal z their bravery in battle the fame Foldath 
eas vain and ostentätioue: Malthos unindulgent, 
du yegerous. His behaviour here, "owards his 
1 2 . 


ef * 1 7 N 
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5 
* 
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bis ſoul. He ſeemed a rock in the deſart, on 
whoſe dark ſide are the. trickling. of waters; 
when the flow - failing miſt has left it, and its 
trees are blaſted with winds. He ſpoke to the 
dying hero,, about the narrow houſe, Whe- 
ther ſhall thy grey ſtone riſe. in Ullin ?, or in 
Moma's x) woody land, where the ſun looks, 
in ſecret, on the blue ſtreams of Dalru- 
tho *)? There are the ſteps of wed daughter, 
blue - 9 1 Dardu - lens. 


b 58 N 1 . 
enemy Foldath, ſhews » that a good heart often 
lies concealed N gloomy and Cullen cha- 

7 2 4. 1 ; | 8 | 


"oo Nose was = name of 2 country in the ſouth 
of Connaught, once famous for being the reſi- 
dence of an Arch-druid. The cave of, Moma was 
thought to be inhabited by rhe irits of the 
chiefs. of the Fir - bolg, and their poſterity ſent 

to enquire there, as to an oracle, N 
n v 2620 


9 Dal-ruith, ' parched: or ſandy be. The. Funk 

logy of Dardu-lena is uncertain. The daughter 

of Foldath was, probably, ſo. called, from a 

place in, Ulſter, where her father had defeated 

Part of the adherents of Artho, King of Ireland. 

| h 4 : Dor- 
i 


Remembereſt thou her, ſaid Foldath , by 
cauſe no ſon is mine; no youth to roll the 
battle before him, in ben me? Malthos, 
I am revenged. I was not peaceful in the 

field. Raiſe the tombs of thoſe I have lain, 
around my narrow houſe. Often ſhall I for: 
ſake the blaſt, to rejoice above their graves; 
when I behold them ſpread around, with hel 


long- whiſtling graſs, 0 | FAY 7 


is ſoul ad to the Viles of Ne — 
and came to Dardu- lena's dreams, where ſhe 
ſlept, by Dalrutho's ſtream, returning from the 
chace of the hinds. Her bow is near the maid, 
unſtrung; the breezes fold her long hair on 
her breaſts. Cloathed in the beauty of youth, 
the love of heroes lay. Dark bending, from 
the ſkirts of the wood, her wounded father 
came, He 1 , at times, then ſeemed as 


hid in miſt. —— Burſting into tears ſhe ro- 
ſe: ſhe knew. that the chief Was low. To her 
came 


— 


Vor- du- lena; the dark wood of Moi - lena. As © 
Foldath was proud and ostentatious, it would 
appear, that he transferred the name of a place, 
where he himſelf had deen victorious, to his 


5 daughter. \ 
2001 L 2 
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| enine & beam Grits his ſonl, when folded in its 
ſtorms. Thou wert the laſt an his * blue · 
15 8 Dardu NN f | 


flight of Bolga is rolled along. Fillan hung 
forward on their ſteps; and ſtrewed, with dead, 
the heath. Fingal rejoiced over his ſon. _— 


Blue ſhielded Cathmor roſe. —— *). Son of 
Alpin, bring the barp: give Fillan's praiſe to 


the 


, . 
RY 


; =, theſe ſudden transitions from * ROPE... 0 be 


uncommon in the compoſitions of Oſſian. That 


in this place has a peculiar beauty and propriety. 
The ſuspence, in which the mind of the reader 


is left, conveys the idea of Fillan's s danger more 


forcibly home , than any deſcription the poet 


could introduce. There is a fort of eloquence , 


in filence with propriety. a minute detail of 
© the circumſtances of an important ſcene is gene- 


rally cold and inſipid. The human mind, free 


| and fond of thinking for itſelf, is disguſted 'to 
nnd every thing done by the poet; It is, there» 
fore, his buſineſs only to mark the moſt ſtriking 
our - lines, and to allow the imaginations of his 
readers to en the ”_ for: themſelves, 


\ ; 
- 3 * 1 1 B " 
9 3 


- # 
- x 


wide Medes over eechoing Lubar, the 


\ 


? 


5 


Y 1068 M/SOV-P 1 0 P OEM. 7 16s 5 
the e bigh- his praiſe ,- in #7 ball; 
while . * ſhines in war. 0 2625) 


G * lM 


7 Ts 9 i 2. 1 EA. 1 ; : R ; 


Leave, bing eyed, Cla bre th bull 
Behold that early beam of thi ſts. - - 
_ withered in its courfe. No her TEN _ it | ] 
is dark, —— Light - trembling from the harp, _ 
ſtrike, virgins, ſtrike the ſound. —— No hun- "= 
ter he deſcends, from the dewy haunt of the 
bounding roe. He bends not his bow on the | | 1 
wind; or ſends his grey arrow abroad. 3 


Deep · folded i in red war, the battle calls 4 
againſt his fide. Or 1 ſtriding midſt the ridgy 
ſtrife, he pours the deaths of thouſands forth. 3 
Fillan is like a ſpirit of heaven, that deſeendss 

| | 5 from 2 


The addreſs to Clatho , the mother of Fillan, 
which concludes this book, if we regard the ver 
ſification of the original, is one of the moſt 
deauriful paſſages in the poem, The wild fim-- 
plicity and harmony of its cadences are inimit - 
ably beautiful. It tis ſung ſtill by many in the 

north, and is diſtinguiſhed by the name of Laos 
chaon Chlatho i. e. The harmonious hymn of 
 Clatbs, The book ends in the afternoon of the 

wird day, from the opening of the poem. 
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from the ſkirt, of his blaſt. The troubled ocean 
feels his ſteps, as he ſtrides from wave to wa- 
ve. His path kindles behind him; iſlands ſhake 
their heads on the heaving ſeas. | | 
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A U M-F 2 20: eins OY 
This beer opens vi * ſpeech of Fingal mh eee 


*⁰ 2 deſcending 3 u ar 
n The king dixparches Ofban 10 the relief rl 


Fg 


2 Ae hie ietiresi x behind. the dsa cert, 


316 0 0 .che, fight e e 


| bn and: Orhan. . 1 | The Hſe of. 


|  Garhanprigeſgibed.,/1 


bende and. before, Ohm could drive, engages Fil 
«clan himfſelf., * 48 the: approach K. 
bar besen the rwe heroes ceaſes.  Offian and 
5 Cathmor prepare to fight , but night coming on pre · 
vents them, Offian _returns_to_the place where ca- 
mor and Fillan fought. He fipds Fillan mortally | 
wounded, and leaning againſt a rock. Their discours 


ſe. Fillan dies: his body is laid, by Offian, im 


peighbouring inde nnd The Caledonia” army re: 


turn to Fingal, He queſtions them abour his { 


aud underſtanding. Yo he was killed, retires, ink £, 
- fence, to the rock of Cocmul — Upon the „ 


ear of the army of Fingal, the Fir-bolg adyance, , 
INA IF, | I | * 


ARGUMENT ve Be SLI. 
— ifagds! Bran; one of the dog eig Nl, l 

1 ene ſhield ef Pin. before the emrince of 
: View wie; where "ths Body: _ nerd lay. His re- 
usb thereupon.” He rerum, in a Hhelancholy 


1 — Malthos end. 9 
8 * 1 | 
+ him by“ the example of kr father Borbet duthul. 
+"1Carhmor . retires. to reſt. The ſong zof Sul - malla 
concludes the book,  whic ende about che tiiddle 
of the third night 4 the opening of the poem. 
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e Cater on his ecchiing "Y Shall 
- Fingal take the ſword, of Luno? But 
what ſhould become of thy a ſon of white- 
e e Wy 5 boſom- 


N 1 J 
— ” & +2 ; 410 18 1 4 2 w 3 14 * 
* 


5 « + bans al. 1 
a) 1 Sad in ns note, obſerved that the 
abrupt manner of Offian partakes much of 5 

. '-- nature of the Drama. The opening of this 
book is a conſirmation of the juſtneſs of this 
obſervation. Iuſtead of a long detail of circum- 
ſtances delivered by the poet himſelf, about the 

dieſcent of Cathmor from the hill, whereon he 
ſat to behold the battle, he puts the narration 
in the mouth of Fingal, The relation acquires 
importance from the character of the ſpeaker. 
The concern which Fingal ſhews, when he be- 
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boſomed o? Turn nat chine r l 
Fingal, £ 180 of AY all pt 
quench thy early beem ; it ines along my 


4 ſoul, 
ef F. 

holds the riſing of eme ; WIS our ideas 
oke Valorr of Mat hero/ to tho higheſt pitch. 

The _apoſtrophes which are crowded on one ano- 

ther, are expreſſive of the perturbation of Fin- 

| gal's foul, und of his four for his ſon, who was 

nor à match for the king of Ireland. The con- 

duct of the poet in removing Fingal from the 

fight of the engagement, is very judicious; for 

- the king might be induced, from ſeeing thy" ins 

- equality; 0 of the combat between Fillay and Cath. 
mor, 5 come to battle himſelf, | and & bring 

8 about the cataſtraphe of the poem prematurely. 
The removal of Fingal affords room to the poet 
for introducing thoſe affecting ſcenes, which im- 
mediately ſucceed, and are among the chief 
beauties of the poem. They who can de- 
ny arr to Offian, in conducting the cataſtrophe 
of Temora, are certainly more prejudiced againſt 
itte age he lived in, than is conſiſtent - with good 
ſenſe. I cannot finiſh this note. Without obſery- 
ing the delicacy and propriety of Fingal's ad- 

* «dreſs to Oſſian. By the appallarion of the father 
2 Oſtar, he raiſes at once, in the mind of the 
bero, all that tenderneſs for the ſafety of Fillan, 
+ -» which a ſituation ſo ſimilar te that of his own 
* ſon, when he fell, was capable 10 ſuggeſt, 5 


x 


Ay $ 1 
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foul. — But riſe, o wood „Wirted Mora, 
riſe, between the war and me! Why ſhould 
Fingal behold the ſtrife, leſt his dark · haired 
warrior ſhould fall! —— Amidſt the ſong, 
o Carril, pour the ſound of the trembting harp: 
here are the voices, of rocks, and bright tumb-# | 
ling of waters. Father of Oſcar, lift the ſpear; 
defend the youbg in arms. Conceal thy ſteps. 

| from Fi illan's eyes, — He muſt not know 3 
that 1 doubt his ſteel.— No cloud of mi- 
he ſhall riſe, my fon, upon thy foul of Ol 5 


A fank bebibd his rock; inf the found _ 
of Carril's ſong, —— Brightehing, in my 
growing ſoul, 1 took the ſpear of Temora * ). 


1 een n Moi-lens „ the, wild tumbling. 
rate} 50; x e of 


= L 
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ery The "boar. i Temora was that, which Oer had 

received, in a preſent, from Cormac, the ſon 

of Arthd, king of Ireland. * Was of it that 

2 Cairbar made the N . for quarrelling with 
13 . Ofcar, at the- feaſt, in the firſt book, After the 

death of Oſcar we find it always/.in. the hands 

of Offian. , It is faid, i in another poem , that it 

Was preſerved, 4s. a relique.. at Temors , from 

" | the days of Conar, the fon: * . the 

2 dn king of helaad - bins S,, 
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of battle, the ſtrife of death, in gleaming 
rows, disjoinedg and broken round. Fillan is 
a beam of fire: from wing to wing is his wa- 
ſtetul. courſe.” The ridges of war melt befo- 
re him. They are rolled, in ſmoak, from the 
CF ; =o 


*) Now is the coming forth of Cathmor 


in the armour. of kings! Dark - rolled the eag- 


le's wing above his helmet of fire. Unconcern- 
ed are his ſteps, as if they were to the chace 


*) The appearance of Cathmor is magnificent: his 
unconcerned gait, and the effect which his very 
voice has upon his flying army , are circumſtau- 
does calculated to r. our ideas of his ſuperior 

merit and valour, Oſſian is very impartial with 
regard to his enemies : this, however, cannot be 
| faid of other-,poets of great eminence and un- 
quettioned merit. Milton, - of the firſt claſs of 
"poets, Is undoubredly the moſt irreprehenſible in 
© this” reſpect ; for we always pity or admire, his 
Devil, but ſeldom deteſt him, even tho? he is 
the arch · enemy of our ſpecies. Mankind gene- 
rally rake fides with the unfortunate and daring. 
"It is from this dispoſition chat many readers, 
© "tho? otherwiſe good chriſtians, have almoſt wiſh- 
| ed fucceſs to Saran, in his deſperate and dar- 
ing voyage from hell, 2 1 * | regions of 
chaos and * 1 
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of Atha. He raiſed, at times, his dteadful 
voice; Erin, abaſhed, gathered ru. 
Their ſouls returned back, like a ſtream: they 
wondered at the ſteps of their fear: for he ro- 
ſe, like the beam of the morning on a haunt- 
ed heath: the traveller looks back, with bend: 
ing eye, on the field of dreadful forms. 
Sudden, from the roch of Moi - lena, ars 

Sul - malla's trembling ſteps. An ode took the 

ſpear from ber hand; half - bent ſhe Jooſed the 
| lance: but then re her eyes. on the king, 
from. amidſt her” wandering © locks. dF No 
friendly ſtriſe is before thee : no light" content 
ing of bows, as when the youth of Clubs my 


Sy ey wow 


came forth beneath the exe of Conmor, 
* r : Tet: 7 £36 4 * 


As the. rock of. Runo * Which takes the 
paſſing clouds for. its robe, ſeems growing, in 
gathered 1 1 mo the ee, e 4 

1 982 433.3 H ſleem- 


+) cu. - ba, — e ſes in Ins- 
hana, or the weſtern coaſt» of South- Brimin. It 
was in this bay that Cathmor was wind- bound, 
when Sul - malla came, in the disguiſe of a 
young warrior, to accompany him in his voyage 
to Ireland. Conmor, the: father of Sul-malla, 
as we learn from her ſoliloquy, at the cloſe of 
the fourth book, was dead e Ac | 
of his daughter. „A Tt Sgt: ant & 
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emed the chief of Atha tallery as gathered | 
his people round. As different blaſts fly 
over then fen; each” behind its dark - blue wave, 
ſo 'Cathmor's- words, on every fide , poured his 
wartiors forth. Nor filent on his hill is 
| Fillan; he mixed bis words with his ecchoing 
1 ſhield. An eagle he ſeemed, with ſounding 
| wings, calling the wind to his rock, when he 
ſees the Cas OY M he roes, on ONES »» 


; | 
—_i- Von 955 * e in battle: death's : 
| l 7 8 voices. roſe; for the kings, on either 
0 |- 5 ſide, were like fires on the ſouls of the peop- 
| [ | le. — 1 bounded along: high rocks and 
| A trees ruſhed tall between the war and- me. — 
0 \F But T Heard the noiſe” bf ſteel, between my 
| | 25 clinging arms. Riſing; gleaming , on the hill, 


3 

5 1 beheld the lei ſteps of hoſts * their 
& backward ſteps, on either ſide, and wildly - look- 
ing eyes. The chiefs were met in dreadful 


— 

——z— „ 
. 
# 


11 
| 
fight z the two blue · ſhielded kings. Tall and 
| usr © voted ee 4.51, 1: dah; 
: 9 30 in . 1 4 c 91782 1. #* 2 
- F? 


) Latha was the name of a valley in Morven, in 
te days of Offiat; There dwelt Toſcar the ſon 

of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, upon 

that account, is. often. called the maid A 
* Aram. wn i 


' 


Mn on 14 Y Of NM. 177 
e thro⸗ — of ſteel, are hol; the ſtri ß. 
ing heroes} — I ruſhed. Dung My fears. 
for Fillan flew, burning acroſs my ſoul. N 
ol 221628 5:6! / TT 
*, I came; nor Bathor fled; nor yer advanc. 
ed: he ſidelong talked along. An, icy, rock, © 
cold, a tall he ſeemed. I called forth all my 
ſteel. —— Silent A while we ſtrode, on either 
fide. of a ruſhing ſtream : then, ſudden turning, 
all at once, we raiſed our pointed ſpears. —— 3 
We raiſed our ſpears, but night came down, 
It! is dark and ſilent around; ; but where + 
diſtant a of, holte are e over 5 
. | 


1 chme to the ales where'Fillan *J W 
Nor voice, nor ſound is there. A broken hel: 
met lay on earth; a r ne in twain. 
reid ends! 2 945 v0 IR i 


712 * 5 "I 4 78 r i 
4 1 £* ; £5 | - 


teri} 


nt ml 
2 e e, place Ae nes — 
and tie ſituation of that hero, are pictutesque and 
affecting. The distreſs, which ſucceeds; is heign' — 
99 tened by Oſſian's being ignorant, for ſome 5 
1 time, that his brother was \ wounded, This kind 
we of ſuspence is frequent i in Offian's poems The 
more unexſpected a thing is, the greater _ 
ton h makes on the mind, When it comes 2 
ai 5 . . 
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Where, Fillen, where art thou, young chief 
of ecchoing Morven ? He heard me leaning 
againſt a zock, which bent its grey; head over 
the ſtream. He heard, but fullen, * he 


ſtood. At length I ſaw the chief. 


* "Why, ſtandeſt thou, robed in darkneſs, for 
of woody 'Selma? Bright is thy path, my ' bro- 
ther, in this dark- brown field. Long hes been 
thy trite in battle. Now the horn of Fingal 
is heard. Aſcend to the cloud . of thy her, 
to, his hilt öf feaſts. | In the evening - miſt 
> and hears the voice of Carril's 8 harp. "i 
ry joy to She "aged 5 "young breaker of the 
ſhields. _.. : 
Can the e earry joy? Offian: no 
N meld is mine. It lies broken on the held, 
The eagle - wing of my helmet is totn. It is 
when foes fly before them, that fathers delight 
in their ſops. But their ſighs burſt forth, in 
ſeexet, when their young warriors yield. 
No: Fillan will not. e 8 ane Why 
wal the -hero mourn ? ia 


Son of blue eyed cue, why doſt thou 


* 


— — 
— — * 


— —˙— 2 — 2 ——— = 
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— * * a - _ ba 
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| awake my foul? Wert thou not a burning fire 

before him; and ſhall he not xejoice?, — 
Such fame belonged. not to Oſſian; yet was the 
5 


F 
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ce. — Aſeend, o Fillan, to Mora: his feaſt 
* W in the fold of miſt; 


'Offian , give nie that blokes meln: theſe . 


ON thai are rolled in the wind. Place 


them near to Fillan, that leſs of his fame may 


fall. Offian, I begin to fail. — Lay me 


in that hollow rock. Raiſe: no ſtone above: 


leſt one ſhould aſk about my fame. I am fall- 


en in the firſt of my fields; fallen without re- 


nown. Let thy voice alone ſend joy to my 


flying ſoul. . 14 Woald 1 the feebte' know, whe- * 


wg BIXIT 1 3031? 


re dwells the | loſt beam” of Claths" 6h, i 


: 


. 5 / * ; $ 
- £20755! WT; +473 +6 Abs? nel Wir 3 I 


os „ chis, as well as "the f e Ede 


have only admitted into Ad text compleat poems, 


or independent epiſodes: the 'Fraginents which 
remain, of the 'compoſitions fo Offian , I have 
choſen to throw, occaſionally; into the notes. 


I hall here give a, translation of .u part of a 


poem concerning the death of Fillan. It is a 
dialogue between 3 and Bos - 
mins the fiſter, of that hero | hel 


, 4 


f eExAr Bo, 1 GH m 
« Dangheer of Fingal, 1 he ih be. 
- tveea thy locks, Lift thy. fair ir head from reſt, 


M3 FS ſoft · 


king till a ſun to me. He Idoked om my 
_ ſteps, with joy: ſhadows never: roſe on his fa: 


7 
ö 
Y 5 
j 
. 
' 
. 
!k 
| 
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* Is thy ſpirit hi the eddying winds, blue. 
eyed king of | ſhields? Joy purſue my hero, / 


-» 


* Ne 
'4 * 


ſoft · gliding ſun · beam of. Selma! 1 beheld 5 
arms, on thy breaſt , white - toſſed amidit thy 
| wandering locks: when the ruſtling breeze of 
the morning came front the defart of ſtreams, 
Haſt thou ſeen thy fathers, Bos - mina, deſcend- | 

iug in thy dreams? Ariſe, daughter of Clas 

Auer tho; ACM? there ought of t in 1755 an Su 
ie WI © "pk ; Is Bos MINA. 6 3 
* "kin. form paſſed hideous Laing a as it 
aka 3 like the darkening wave of a breeze, along 

a field of graſs. Deſcend, from thy wall, o harp, 

and call back the ſoul of Bos - mina; it has rol- 
led away, like a ſtream. I hear thy Pleaſant 


PP” 


* —ꝓũ— —ͤi — 7ð*— q —Ṽ — — 2 — —— OT. | —ů —— — —̃ ——— — —ẽ 4 
- 
J. . 
p - 
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na 


VOTRE ——— wn ene 
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| . . found. —— | [ hear thee, 0 harp, and my voi- - 
i g's How ho ſhall 8 to oe ye dwellers 


A Wenke Tour "ww N om wo. men, 
ſouthern ata from Clono's ae Ly | 
ſpread the ſails' 49, towards the bays of his 
land. i] 1 ? 1: 427 3 

: But who is that, in his ſtrength, darkening it in 

— the ' preſence of war? His arm ſtretches to the 


. 7”: foe bre the beam of the fckly ſun; when his 


a BPI C POE MT LS 


this” his 183 3 The forms of thy "ING 
thers, o Fillan, bend to receive their ſon. I be- 
hold the ſpreading of their fire on Mofa; the 


blue rolling of their miſty wreaths. — . 


2 


meet thee, , brother, - — But we are dark 


* 


_ 
C114 


Selma's maid. Pleaſaut ro the ear of Clatho is 
the name af the breaker of ſhields. —— Be. | 


F, 
14111 &3& © 


. dy. 
| — 


f 228 1 34 2 4 
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1 
ni 5 


fide Fro * t and he rolls his 


dismal courſe thro the ky. — - Who is it, 


but the father of Bos - mina ? Shall he 7 dll 


danger i is paſt! Wen £4 
Fillan, thou art a beam by his fide} besunnl⸗ 
but terrible, is thy light. Thy ſword is before 


thee, 3 blue fi fire of night. „When. ſhalt thou re- 


1132 


turn to thy roes? to the. ſtreams of thy 3 


fields? When ' ſhall I behold thee from Mora, 


while winds ſtrew my long locks on moſs! —— 
But + ſhall : a: young gle: eee the field. 


en eee i 1-651 e 


| CLATHO. - 
Soft, as the ſong of Loda, is * voice of 


\ 


hold, the king comes from ocean: the ſhield of 
Morven is borne by bards. The foe has fled be- 


ruſhing forth of the ſon of Glatho.— Thou 


ann dark, o Fingalz ſhall he not return f- * * 


1 


\ ” 


4 Ry * ww 
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and „ l be wund the ged. 

. the waſting away of his fame. Thou art 
ao RET alone in the field, n UE W 
3 Selma. phonics uM 3 = . 

| 2 Eng id him i in the bello N at the roar 
= of the nightly ſtream. One red ſtar looked in 

E on the hero: winds lift, at times, his locks. 
. + 1 liſtened: no ſound was heard: tor the warri- 
oe legt: A. lightning” on a cloud, a 8 
„ Wk came ruſhing over my foul. — My | 
A 20 12 e 8 oy fire: 1 ſtride was in the: clang 
WE: 5 e keel. 1 N 858 FH ET 5 1 111 


1 2 will op 13 chief Tf: Ache, in the 
ap h gathering of thy thouſands. Wby ſbould that 
E - ._ *clond eſeape, that quenched. our early beam t 
5 P Kindle. your meteors, my fathers, to light my 
| n der. r nt. *) — 


ya 


; FV Should 
4 / . 5 * "3 * 
9 » , - ct VE 44 
* i 
5 +. „ * 4 


ES, *) Here 6 ſexrence- is debgriedly: 1 unfiniſhed 15 5 

8 of the poet. The. ſenſe is, that he was reſolyed , 
nuke a deſtroying fire, to conſume Cathmor, who. 
had killed his brother. In the midſt; of this re- 


. By ſolution, the-ſituarion' of Fingal ſuggeſts itſelf to 
: dim, in a very ſtrong light. He reſolves to re- 
turn, to aßſiſt, the king in prbſecuting the war. 


3 Du then. hogs. Na ae: big 


- A bes 
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. 
mien amidſt his foes. His arm is not 


as in the days of old: his fame grows dim in 


years Let me not behold him from high, lad 


low in his latten field. '—— But can I ren A 
Wa "On e ""_ he not n e . 5 


12 s 1 . # 1 4 * 4 i ben 
= * by "% 5 
| . ; 
% "* 4 12 7 * 4 * - 
SES © ie 4 TEE x 0 2 4.244 7 TfAh * 2 
Nt T5 om ro: 70 ee #- | 2 
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brother, recuts to him. He is n 
Wo again to go and find out Cathmor. — We 
towards the enemy, when the horn of Fing 
founded an Mera, and called back his people to. 
"1 48'preſence. —— This ſoliloquy is natural: the 
reſolutions which ſo ſuddenly follow one another, 
are expreſſive of a mind extremely agitared with 
014 forrow and conſtious fhame : yer the behaviour 

of Oſian, in his exſecution of the command of 

Fingal, is ſo irreprehenſible, that it is not eaſy to 


determine, where he failed in bis duty. The 1 
truth ies that, when men fail in deſigus which 
they ardentiy wifh to accomplifh , they naturally 


Kor blame themſelyes, as the chief cauſo of their 
Nn dis appointment. The compariſon, with which 
the poet concludes his ſoliloquy, is very füncyful; 


and well adapted to the ideas of thoſe, who li- 


e bis ve in 2 — when e is ee 


* 


ls * 


may conſider "him, as in the act of 7 — 


* 
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« Thou oughteſt to defend young Fillen... 
I will meet the foe. —— Green Inisfail, thy 
founding tread is pleaſant to my ear: I ruſh 
on thy ridgy hoſt; to ſhun the eyes of Fingal. 
— l hear the voice of the king, on Mors's 
miſty top! He calls his two ſons: I come, my 
father, in my grief. — I come like an eag- 
le, which the flame of night met in the deſart, 
and ſpoiled of balf * wings. 5 | 


*) Diſtant, W the king, on Mors, the 


broken ridges of Morven are rolled. They 

turned their eyes: each darkly bends, on his 

own aſhen e — Silent | Rood the king 
: | 72 11 5 | 

*) This has is ſolemn. The poet always places 

his chief character amidſt objects which favour | 

the ſublime. The face of the country, the night, 

the broken remains of a| defeated army, and, 
above all, the attitude and ſilence of Fingal 

an awful idea on the mind. Oſſian is moſt 

ſucceſeful in his night · deſtriptions. Dark imag · 
es ſuited the melancholy temper of his mind. 

His poems were all compoſed, after the active 

part of his life was over; when he was blind, 

and had ſurvired all the companions of his 
youth: we therefore find a veil of ms 

/ thrown over the whole. TOR | ; 


An EP 10 1s 
in the midſt. Thought on thought rolled over 


his ſoul. As waves on a ſecret mountain · lake, : 
each with its back of foam. —— He looked; 


no ſon appeared, with his long - beaming ſpear. 
The fighs roſe 8 crowding , „ from his ſoul; but 


he concealed his grief. —— At length I ſtood, 


beneath an bak. No voice of mine was heard. 


What could; 1 ſay to Fingal in his hour of 


woe? — His words roſe, at length, in the 
midſt ; the people — Caching * „ po. 


1 * J. 6 — *Þ * 
* | : 
2 2 8 1 "Ig. * 4 g * 
« 4 * , . : ? * 7 Fn "—_ $7 . 
Ln 5 
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2 The abaſhed babariour of the army =P i Fingal 


proceeds: rather from ſhame than fear, The 


king was. net. of, a .tyrapnical .dispoſition: Fle, 


as he profeſſes himſelf j in the fifth book, never 


EK was a dreadful form, in their preſence, darkened 


into wrath, His Pas 6 was no thunder to their 


ears: hit eye ſent forth u death. — The 
firſt ages. of ſociety are not the times of arbitrary 
Z power. As the wants of mankind are few, 
© they retain their independence. It is an ano 
ed tate of civilization, that mould the mind to 
that ſubmiſſion go government, of which ambi- 
tious magiſtrates take advantage , and raiſe” home: 
: ſelyes into abſolute Power. W 


K. 
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©; threw themſelves into the arms of a neighbour- 
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Six ., precedents of their anceſtors, When differences 
happened between individuals, ſome of the oldeſt 


+ Where ie the: ſon of Selma, he who led 
1 war? I i nat his Ela among my peo · 
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1 is a — acoder, that * common \ High: 


landers lived, in abject flavery , under their 
chiefs, Their high ideas of, and attachment to , 
the heads” of their families, probably, led the 


unintelligent/ into this mistake. When the 


honour, of the tribe was concerned, the com- 


mands of the chief were obeyed, without reſtric- 


\ 


tion: but, if individuals were oppreſſed, they 


ing clan, asſumed a new name, and were en- 


328 and protected. The fear of this de · 
* ſertion „ no doubt , made the chief; cautious in 


their government. As their conſequence, i in the 
eyes of others, was in proportion to the num- 
ber of their people, they took care to avoid 
erer; thing that tended ee dimm .. 


91188 


Fs 


5 was but. very tale that the authociry of the- 
Jaws; extended to the Highlands, Before that 


time the clans were governed, in civil affairs, 


not by the ver verbal commands of the chief, but 
by what they called Clechda, or the traditional 


men in the vibe "Ry choſen wnpires between 


* 
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| ple; returning . from tbe feld. Fell the ybung | 


a roe, Wo was ſo ſtately on my hills? 


ie fell; — for ye are ſilent. The, 


ſnield of war tis broken. — Let his armour 


be near to Fingal; and the ſword of dark. 


brown Luno. I am waked on my hills: 8 
morning 1 deſcend to war. J | 


N £ ” 
N . 
# * ; = 
! £ Hi ö 
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1. 1000 a> decide 5 to ne Clechds. 
*The chief interpoſed his n and, inweria- 
N 0 | bly, enforced, the decifion. - — m their wars, 
e W. id 


2 which were frequent : on account of family- 
bi *. the chief was leſs reſerved in the exſecu - 


tion of his authority; and even then he ſeldom 


net 


ANTE extended it to the taking che life of any of his 
DOOR tribe. — No crime was capital, except mur- 


dier; and that was very unfrequent in the high- 


wit ara corporal puniſhment, of any kind, 


17 3 ſort would remain » for. ages, in Aa. family ; a 


ed, unleſs it came immediately from the hands 


=p niſhment for offences, 


0 was inflited, The memory of an affrom of 2 
they would ſeize every opportunity to 3 85 ; 


: of the chief himſelf; in that caſe it was taken. 
parber as, a fatherly correction 8 wen 2 r bw 


= 


188 
High on Cormul's rock, an oak ; flam- 
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4 1 the wind. The grey ſkirts of miſt are 
8 an, thither ſtrode the my in his 


5 


eu 


by NA i Th 2 
8 . 61 * 8 « 
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) This * ut Congul is often mentioned i in e 


preceding part of the poem. It was on it Fin- 


; gal and Offian ftbod to view the battle. The 


cuſtom of retiring from the army, on the night 


prior to their engaging in battle, was univerſal 
among the kings of the Caledonians, : Tren- 
mor, the moſt renowned of the anceſtors of Fin- 


gal, is mentioned as the firſt who inſtituted this 


cuſtom. Sticceeding bards atti ibuted it tö a he- 
ro of a latter period. — ln an old 
poęm, Which begins with Mac Arcath nan ceud 


frol, this cuſtom of retiring from the army, be- 


fore an engagement, is numbered, among the 
© "wiſe inftitutions of Fergus, the ſon of Arc or | 
Arxcath. the firſt king of Scots. I ſhall here 


translate the paſſage; in ſome other note i] may, 


probably, give all that remains uf the poem. 


Ho Fergus of the bundred flreams , fon of Arcath, 


Ds. 


who * fonght of old : ' thou diu /t firſt retire at 


1, might ©} when the foe rolled before "thee, in ec> 
chaing felds. Nor bending in reſt is the, king: 


* 
at. 
4 by * 


he gathers. battles in bis ſoul... Fly, Jon, of the 


© ftranger, with morn he ſhall ruſ bh abroad. When, | 


2 dag is unbertain. 
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'/ 
wrath.” Diſtant from the hoſt he always lays 
when battle - burnt within his ſoul; On twa 
' Fpears hung bis ſhield on high; the gleaming 
ſign of death; that ſhield, which he was worit 
to ſtrike, by night, before he ruſhed to war. — 
It was then his warriors knew, when the king 


was to lead in ſtrife; for never was this buckler 


heard, till Fingal's wrath aroſe. — Unequal 
were his ſteps on high, as he ſhone in the 
beam of the oak; he was dreadful as the form 
of the ſpirit of night, when he cloaths, on 
hills, his wild geſtures with miſt, and, isſuing 
forth, on the troubled ocean; mount ''the car 
of "winds, Ty en, "0 . 


* 
- » ? * 5 . 
* u auen eee -_ 


Nor ſettled', "From the teat 1 Bj Efin's a 

at war; they, glintergd; ben the moon, and, 
low- humming; ſtill rolled on the- field. 
Alone are the ſteps of . before them 
on the heath; he hung fot ward / with all his 
«rms, on Biotvetrs fiying” hon, Now had he 
come to the moſſy cave, * whete* Filtan lay in 


night: One tree was bent 1 the fiream, i 
; 3 Which 


7 < ye * 1 a n 73 5 | 
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1 has much of the ſpicit of the 3 * 
.  fitiow of che Scotiſh bards 3 and ſenms to be a 
6 cloſe imitation of the manner of Offian. © - 
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which glittered over the rock. —— There 88 
ne to the moon the broken ſhield of Clatho's 
enz end near it, on graſs 4) lay! hairy footed 
Bran * ). He had miſſed the chief on Mora, 
bl eur edt oy | vin vd , «2nd 


F). This circumſtance, , concerning 28, the favourt- 
de dog of Fingal, Is perhaps, ane of the moſt 
3 aeeing paſſages in the poem. K remember to 

' "Have" met with an old poem, compoſed long 
0 ene vrherein a ſtory of this 
dort is very Rappily introduced. In one of, the o 
122 -dgvaſions of the. Danes, Ullin,-cluudy, a, config 
able chief, on the weſtern coaſt of Scotland , 
ES s Py with a flying party of 
enemy , had landed, at no great di- 
EL „ ffem . place of Hie r The 
ebns een followers wh auen dad King were allo flat. 
- 2 The young wie ef Ulis dundu, who 
had not heurd of his fall, fearing the worſt, on 

+ | "{accomnt of his long delay, alarmed the reſt of 

his tribe, whp, peas; fo ſearch. of him along the. 

.  Fhace. -, They..did not find him; and the, beauti- 

fol widow became disconſolate. At length be 

, ime | was discovered, by meaus of his dog, who fat 

7 "on à rock beſide. the body, for ſome days. 

The poem is not juſt now in my hands; other- 

Noon: any CO RCs, pes 

en che reader with 4 translation of it. The 
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bop again hie head The winde come pat; 
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own mighty names. The heath, thro* dar 
brown years, is theirs; ſome blue Nreant- 
winds to their fame. Of eſe YR > 
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chief of Atha = whih he” lays, [bin "down on 


earth. Often may. the vo 
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111 8 Du · cho or Blackfoot, is; N deſcriptive, 


e n Du- chbe! Fee or ind! cold . 
© on rocks. '- tie (e dog ) ſees hs 


1 rο bis) ears are high3: and half be 'bounds 5 


eu. Hie looks arohäade but Ulli lieepe; he 


yl Ark Du t. thinks, dat Ulis voice io there. 
rl But ſtill he beholds bim ſilent, laid amidſt the 
| waving heath. | | Dark'*ided*Dn<ghob, . | 


m 3 


„ 
. 

I ö N 83 

* — 
© . 7 


1 
* E 

$55, 

* I * 
EC. * \ 
1 

's : 

I FA 

, | 

= 


. 
we bY 
% 


and' ſearched him along the wind. He chought | 2 
that the blue - eyed hunter ſlept; he lay upon 
his ſhield. No blaſt came . the heath, 2 ; 
anne to bounding Bran. 1 e 

1 . * $108; Er LET.” oy | r 
be. [Cathimnot: ſaw the. White breaſted dog; 0 bs 2 3 
ſaw the broken ſhield. Darkneſs is blown ck * MF < 1 
on his foul; he remember the falling "away. © 
of the people. They come; a ſtream; are Tolls 5 We 
ed away another race ſacceeds. —— But . by 
ſome mark the fields, as they paſs, with then 
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meet Cathmor in the air; when he ſtrides om 


3 


wind to win or folds: himſelf in the de of 
a > ang "OY 4 * r 


: 


* 45 a *- > #F 7 
3 1 2 11 


Green Erin gathered | round the king, to 
hear the voice of his power. Their z joyful fa- 
tes bend, unequsl, forward, in the! light» of 
the oak. They : wha: were terrible, were remov- 
ed: Lubar ) winde again in their hoſt; Cath -· 
mor was that beam from heaven, which ſhone; 
when bis * e park. He was: honour: - 


a oj; * 98 a * Pig / 5 4 
21 Fog 4 's ; : \ A : Art * a # | # e 
* l , 2 
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bt nt. ede OJ 1 this paſſage , | ie. proper 


Ix, before - the reader the ſcene of the two 
' battles. E the hills of Mora 
"and Loud * lay? {the plain of Moi-lena, chro- 
* 1 which ran the river Lubar. rde Art battle, 
> wherein Gaul , the ſon of Morni ,- commanded 
; fo - em che Caledonian Hide ,- the 
banks of Lübar: As there Was little advantage 
Ute 115 obtained, on either fide, the -armies ,. after 2 
L A n rexgiped, their former poſitions. '; Hos 
An the ſecond; battle wherein Fillan com- 
ef 7 nde. the Fiſh, after the fall of Foldath, 


dere driven up the hill ef Laus t but upon 


Ss 


the coming vf Cathmor; to their aid, they re- 

5 gained. their former ſituation,” and drove back : 
the Caledonians, in their turn: fo.that Laber 
A. an Aer lat.. r the 


— 


A's 2 10 PM.” us. 


ed in the midlt. Their. fouls rolls trembling: 
around: The king alone no pladheſs ſhewed; 


no . he to wr. bbs. 


* 
oy \ 


Why is wo king 10 44 d "_ Malthos ev | 


le- eyed. — Remains there a foe at Lubar? 
Lives there among them, who can lift the 
ſpear ? Not ſo peaceful wag thy father, Borbar- 
düthul 88 OY" of 0 His tage was 

| A fire 


4 5 


| "9 Borbge: Gaul, Ta Goh ir e was tha 
brother of that Colc- ulla, who is faid, in the 
beginning of the fourth book, to have rebelled, 
againſt Cormac king. of Ireland, - Borbar · duth 
ſeems to have retained all the prejudice oF his 


_ 


family againſt the ſucceflion of the poſterity of © 


Conar ; on the Iriſh throne, From this ſhort 


epiſode we learn ſome facts, which tend to throw 
| light ou the hiſtory of the times. It appears, 


_ that, when Swaran invaded Ireland, he was on- 
ly oppoſed by the Cael, who posſeſſed Uler ; 
and the north of that iſland. Calmar; the ſon 
of Matha ;/ whoſe gallant behaviour and death 
are related in the third book of Fingal, was” 


the ouly thief of the race of the Fir = bolg, that . 
joined the Catl,: or Iriſh Caledonians, during 


"the » luvaſion of Swaran. "The indecent. joy, 
. by 9 


* 


\ 
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a fire that always burned: his joy over fallen 
foes was great. Three days feaſted the grey- 
"haired hero, when he heard that Calmar fell: 
Calmar, who aided the race of Ullin, from La- 
ra of the ſtreams. —— Often did he feel, 
with his hands, the ſteel which, they ſaid, had 
pierced his foe. He felt it with his hands, for 
Borbar - diithul's eyes had failed. —— Yet was 
the king a ſun to his friends; a gale to lift 
their branches round. Joy was around him in 
his halls: he loved the ſons of Bolga. His na- 
me remains in Atha, like the awful memory 
of ghoſts, whoſe preſence was terrible, but they 
blew the ftorm away. —— Now let the voi- 
ces *) of Erin raiſe the ſoul of the king; he 
that ſhone when war was dark, and laid the 


migh- 


| Which Borbar - duthul expreſſed, upon the death 

of Calmar, is well ſuited with that ſpirit of re- 

= venge , which ſubſiſted, univerſally , in every 

country Where the feudal ſyſtem was eſtabliſh- 

ed. —— It would appear, that ſome perſon had 

carried to Borbar + duthul that weapon, with 

which, it was pretended, Calmar had been kill. 
8 


7] The woices of Erin, ene expreſſion. he 
| bards of Ireland. | | 
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mighty low. Forur, from that grey-browt@ 
rock, pour the tale of other times: pour it on 
wide - Kkirted Erin, as it ſettles rountct. 


Fs 


To me, ſaid Cathmor, no ſong ſhall riſe: 
nor Fonar fit on the rock of Lubar. The 
mighty there are laid low. Disturb not their 
ruſhing ghoſts. Far, Malthos, far remove the 
found of Erin's ſong. I tejoice not over the 
foe, when he ceaſes to lift the ſpear, With 
morning. we. pour our ſtrength abroad. Fingal 
is wakened on his echoing. Hill, 2 


* 


Like waves, blown 1 by ſudden winds, 


Erin retired, at the voice of the king. Deep- 
rolled into the field of night, they ſpread their 
humming tribes: Beneath his own tree; at in- 
tervalls, each “) bard ſat down with his harp. 
*) Not * the . 8 every Petey thief, had 
their bards attending them, in the field, in the 
days of Oſſian; and theſe bards, in proportion 
to the power of the chiefs, who retained them, 
had 2 number of inferior bards in their train. 
Upon folemn occaſions , all the bards, in the 
army, would join iy one chorus; either when 
they celebrated their victorics, or lem the 
SS _ death 
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They raiſed the ſong, and touched the firing: 


each to the chief he loved. — Before a 


burning oak Sul - malla touched, at times, the 


harp. 


death of a perſon, worthy and renowned, ſlain 
in the war. . The words were of the compoſition 


who generally attained to that high office, on ac- 


count of his ſuperior genius for poetry. As the 
| perſons of the bards were facred, and the emo- 
Inments of their office conſiderable, the order. 


in ſucceeding times, became very numerous and 


iunſolent. It would appear, that, after the in- 
troduction of Chriftianity, ſome ſerved in the 
double capacity of bards and clergymen. It was, 
from this circumſtance, that they had the name 
of Chlere, which is, probably, derived from the 
_ ++» latin Clericus. The Chlere, be their name de- 
rived from what it will, became, at laſt, a pub- 


lic nuiſance: for, taking advantage of their ſa- 


| - ered character, they went about. in great bodies, 


and lived, at discretion ; in the | houſes of the 


chiefs; till another party, of the ſame order, 


drove them away by mere dint df ſatire. Some 
of the indelicate disputes of theſe worthy poeti- 
cal combatants are handed down, by tradition, 


+ and ſhew, how much the bards, at laſt, abuſed 


_ the privileges, which the admiration of their 


of the arch - bard, retained by the king himſelf, \ 


* 
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harpe She touched the lap and heard, be- 
tween; the breezes in her hair. — In dark - 
neſs near, lay the king of Atha, beneath un 
aged tree. The beam of the oak was turned 
from him; he ſaw the maid, but was not ſeen. 
His ſoul poured forth , in ſecret, when he be-. 
held . tearful eye, — e battle is on 
thee » Jon, of Borber. dithul, | 


Amidiſt the ſides; at men, ſhe Uſtenel 
a the watriors Ne} ept. Her ſoul Was up; 
ſhe longed, in ſecret, to pour her own fad 
ſong. —— The field is ſilent. On their wings, 
the blaſts of vight, retire. The bards had ceaſed; 
and meteors - came ; red - winding with their 
ghoſts. —— The ſky grew dark: the forms 
of the dead were blended with the clouds. 

EY, | But 


.$F% 


- "roulftryitich had conferred on the order. 
it Wai" this infolent behaviour that induced the 
chiefs to retrench their number, and to take 
away thoſe privileges which they were no long - 
er wetthy. to enjoy. | Their indalence, and dis- 
poſition to lampoon , exſtinguiſked all the poeti- 
cal fervour, which di iſtinguiſhed their predeces- 
ſors, and makes us the loſs: e the exſtinction 
of the order. 1 
N 3 5 
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But heedleſs bends the daughter of Oonmor, 


over the decaying flame. Thou wert alone in 
her ſoul, car - borne chief of Atha; She raiſed 
the voice of the Jong, and n the nary 

hetween. | 2 off 24h 4 


5 20 Clun- galo came; ſhe miſſed the maid. 
— Where art thou, beam of light? Hunters, 
from the moſly rock, ſaw you the blue - eyed 


ene. 


near 9 4 bed . 8 xoes ! * Ah me! 1 behold 
her bow in the hall, Where art thou beam 
of had 47 "1.43 hind a 


* 
* nn * . 


**) Ceaſe, love of Conmor, telle 1 hear 


thee not on the ridgy heath. My eue i turned 
to the king, whoſe path is terrible in war. 
He, for whom my ſoul is up, in the ſeaſon of 


my 


) Clun-galo, white knee, the wife of Conmor , 
king of Inis-huna, and the mother, of Sul-mal - 
Is. She is here repreſented, as miſſing her 
daughter, after che had fled with Cathmor. This 
ſong is very beautiful in the original. The ex- 
preflive cadences of the meaſure are inimitably 
ſuited to the ſituation of the mind of Sul-malla. 


) Sul-malla replies to the ſuppoſed queſtions of her 


mother. Towards the middle * this paragraph 
FS ſho 


— 


. 


my reſt. — Deep - boſomed in war he ſtands, 
he beholds me not from his cloud. — Why, 
ſun of Sul- malla, doſt thou not look forth? 


—— 1 dwell in darkneſs here; wide over me 


flies the ſhadowy miſt. Filled with dew are 
my locks: look thou from thy cloud, o fun 
of Sul- malla's ſoul, —B WIN WOT 


* * * 


| ſhe calls Cathmor the ſun of ber ſaul, and conti- 
nues the metaphor throughout. Thoſe, who 
deliver this ſong down by tradition, ſay that 
there is a part of the original loſt, —— This 
book ends, we may ſappoſe, about the middle 
af the third night, from the opening of the 
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ARGUMENT ro Boox VII. 


This book begins, about the middle of the third night 
from the opening of the poem. The poet deſcribes 
a kind of miſt, which roſe, by night, from the lake 
of Lego, and was the uſual reſidence of the ſouls of 
the dead, fluring the interval. beffveen' their deceals 
and the funeral ſong. The appearance of the ghaſt of 
Fillan, above the cave where his body lay. His voice 
comes to Fingal, on the rock of Cormul. The king 
ſtrikes the ſhield of Trenmor, which was an infallible 
ſign of his appearing in arms himſelf. The extraor- 
1 effe& of the fond of the Thield. Sthanalla, 

nag roi ſ leep , awakes Cathmor. Their affect- 
ing discourſe. She iuſiſts with him, to ſue for peace; 
he reſolves to continue the war. He direQs her to re- 
tire to the heigiboutiug valley of Londa, which was 
the reſideuce of au old Druid, until the battle of the 
next day Thould be over. He uwakes his army with 
the ſound of his ſhield. The ſhield deſcribed, Fo- 
nar, the bard, at the deſire of Cathmor, relates 
the firſt ſettlement of the Firbolg in Ireland, under 
their leader Larthon. Morning comes. Sul - malla - 
retires to the valley of Lona. A Lyric ſong conclud - 


es the book. 
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rom the wood - ſkirted waters of Lego, 
aſcend, at times, grey⸗ boſom miſts , & 
When the Re, of the weſt ate ' clofed” on the. | 


„nes Un 3 1. 29 
5 by ſun's 
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"CY No poet n leſs from his ſubjeck than Offan- 
No far - fetched ornaments are introduced; the 
ehpiſodes riſe from, and are indeed uſſential to, 
the ſtory , of the poem. Even his lyric ſongs , 
where he moſt indulges the extravagance; of fan- 
cy, naturally ſpring from his ſubje&s Their pro- 
Priety and connection with the reſt of the poem, 
. Shew that the Celtic bard was guided by judg- 
ment, amidſt the wildeſt flights of | imagination. 
11 ib a nn among maukind, that 
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fan's eagle eye. Wide, over Lara's ſtream, is 
the vapour dark and deep: the mooh, 
like a dim ſhield, is ſwimming thro) its folds. 


With this, clothe the ſpirits of old their ſud- 
8 5 | den 
* 


5 & 3 # * 4 * * 4 i * 
NAC 1 
8 F 


a genius ; for poetry and Ca 5p ſeldom cen 
ter in the ſame perſon. The obſervation is far 
from being juſt ; for. true genius and judgment 
muſt be inſeparable. - The wild flights of fancy, 
without the guidance of judgment, are, as Ho- 
race obſerves, like the dreams of a fick man, 
irkſome and confuſed, Fools can nevyr write 

Dod poems. A warm imagination, it is. rue; 

„nee over a common portion of ſenſe; 3 and 

oi) as 8 it. is chat ſo few haxe ſucceeded in wy 

| poetical © way. But when an uncommon firengr 
| FI my of judgment, and à glowing fancy, are properly 
= 1. rempered together, they, * Wa ouly, produ- 

; 8 e eee ee ene 


„„ b pee bock is not + hp | obs: — 
part of Temora. The awfal images, with which 
it opens, are calculated to prepare the mind for 
the ſolemu ſcenes which are to follow, © Oſſian, 

always, throws an air of conſequence on every 
5 1ciremnitance which relates to Fingal. The very 
„ ſound of this ſhield produces extrabrdinary effects; 
aud theſe are heightened, one above another, 

n in 
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den geſtures on the wind, when they Aride © 
from blaſt to blaſt; along the duſky. face of 
the night, Often, blended with the gale, ta 


Hows 


8 
127 
2 14 


© a ati ** The dinrels of Sul- walls, 
and her conference with Cathmor, are very af: - 
teing. * The delcription of his ſhield is à curi- 


ous piece of antiquity; and is 4 proof of the 


- early knowledge of navigation among the inha- 


ditants of Britain and Ireland, Oſſian, in ſhorr, 


_ throughout this | _ is often ſublime, and al. 


| #1} 23 ne er, i 4 Y 25 s 


A 
4 


Lego, fo eden e by” Oden, was 2 
per: in Connaught, in which the river Lara 
emptied itſelf. On the banks of this lake dwelt 


' /Brauno; the father-in-law of Offian , whom the 


1-4 poet often. viſired, before aud after the death of 
Euir · allin. This circumſtance, perhaps, occaſion- 


._- ed the partiality, with which he, always, men- 


tions Lego and Lara, and accounts for his draw- 
ing ſa many. of his images from them, The 


ſigniſication of Leigo is, the lake of diseaſe, pro- 
' > © bably ſo called, on account * the moraſſes 


which nn in. 


* ot 4 - 


_ As the miſt, | which roſs bes the lake of 


** 
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ſome warrior's grave, they roll the miſt, 4 
grey dwelling to his ye,” -until the 1 15 
ariſe. $0 e 


* 


A ſound came from the deſart; the ruſh- 
ing courſe of Conar in winds. He poured 
his deep miſt on Fillan, at blue - winding Lu- 
bar. — Dark and mournful ſat the ghoſt, 
bending in his grey ridge of ſmoak. The blaſt, 
at times, rolled him together: but the lovely 


feigned, as here, that it was the” reſidence of 
the ghoſts of the deceaſed, during the interval 
between their death and the pronouncing of the 
funeral elegy over their tombs; for it Vn not 
allowable, without that ceremony was perform - 
ed, for the ſpirits of the dead, to mix with their 
anceſtors, in their airy halls. It was dhe bufi- 
neſs of the ſpirit of the neareſt relation to the 
| deceaſed, to take the miſt of Lego, and pour 
it over the grave. We find here Conar , the 
ſon of Trenmor, the firſt king of Ireland, ac- 
. cording to Oſſian, performing this office: for Fil- 
lan, as it was in the cauſe of the family bf Co- 
nar, that that hero was killed. The delcription 

of the appearance of the ghoſt is picturesque and 
ſolemn, impoſing a ftill attention to the ſpeech | 

| that follows it, which, with great Frenz, 2s 
lh bort and awful. 
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form returned again. It returned with flow- 

bending eyes: and dark winding of locks ef 
miſt. | + BY" 3 

It is *) dark. The ſleeping hoſt were 

ſtill, in the ſkirts of night. The flame decay- 

ed, on the hill of Fingal; the king lay lone- 

„) It has been obſerved, that Offian takes great 

delight in deſcribing night-ſcenes. This, in ſome 

_. meaſure, is to be attributed to his melancholy 

» dispoſition ,, which delighted to dwell upon ſo : 

lemn objects. Even other poets, of a leſs ſes 

rious turn than Offian, have beſt ſucceeded in 

deſcriptions of this ſort, Solemn ſcenes make 

the moſt laſting impreſſions on the imagination; 

gay and light objects only touch the ſurface of 

de ſoul, and vaniſh. The human mind is na- 

turally ſerious levity and, chearfulneſs may be 

amiable, but they are too often the. characteri- | 

'  Rics of weakneſs of judgment, and a. deplorable 

ſhallowneſs of ſoul. The night - deſcriptions 

of Offian were in high repute among Tucceeding 

dards. One of them delivered a ſentiinent, in 

a diſtich, more favourable to his taſte for poe- 

© try, than to his gallantry towards the ladies, I 

| ſhall here give a translation of it. 5 
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ly dn his ſhield. - His eyes. were: half: cloſed 
in fleep le voice of Fillan came. *Sleeps 
"the husband of Clatho ? Dwells the father of 
the fallen in reſt? Am I forgot in the folds. 
of — 5 5 N in the feaſon of dreams?” | 
: | #4 4k 
6 wide art thaw. in the midit ef N dreams? 
faid Fingal, as, ſudden, he roſe. Can I forget 
thee, my ſon, or thy path of fire in the field? 
Not ſuch, on the foul of the king, come the | 
deeds of the mighty in arms. They are not 
there a beam of lightening, which is ſeen , 


3 1 
* >, 


© Fillan, and my wrath begins to riſe. 
\ wa # 41 1 5 A ; RAE 


wn 


| a ; jp 48. i 
£; 2 = & 5 234 198 wy : 34s A dt hot 5s 2 Sa 


- « 


More pleaſant to me is the "night of Cona, 

3 dark-ftreaming from Often. s harps; more pleal- 
am it is to me, than a White boſomed dweller 

18 " between my arms; than a a fair - handed 8 
195 of heroes) in the hour, of reſt,” 5 


: - Tho! cradtion is nor wen dna 
- e ere it has taken care 
„ oi inform us, that he was very Rd, when he 
-7 _ wrote; the diſtich. He lived (in what age is un- 
| x) in one of the weſtern iſles, and his 
name was Turloch Sa , or Turioch of tbe 
| v locks. ö ; 1 


and is then no more, — I remember thee, _ 


- 


& 


ruck the deeply ſounding ſhield: : his Thield 9 


| that hang kigh in night, the diamal Ggn er 


* * 
X . R E4 
. Fx 31 2 
4 * "i - : % 3 — 
WM * 4 
539, Y 
. bay 
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*) Succeeding barde have recorded | many fables; 
concerning this wonderful ſhield. They ſay, that 
Fivgal in one of his expeditions into Scandina- 


via, met, in one of the illands of Juteland 


wich Luno, a celebrated magician, © This Luno 


Vos che Vulcan of the north, and had made” 


vompleat ſuits of arinonr for many of te hero⸗ 


vs of Scandinavia. One disagreeable circumſtan- 
* ce was, that every perſon who wanted d em- 


- ploy Luno to make armonr for him, was oblig⸗ 


ed to overcome him, at his own, magic art. 
N ef. 25 


fected with dint of proweſs, what others falled 
in, with all their ſupernatural art. When Luno 
demanded a trial of ſkill from Fingal, the king 
drew his ſword; cut off the ſkirrs/ of the / ma- 
ichn robe; and obliged him, bare as he was, 


to fly before him. Fingal purſuèd, but Luno, 


coming te the ea, by his magic art; walked 


upon the waves. Fingal purſued him in his hip, 


+ . and; after a chace of ten days, came up with 
him, in the iſle of Sky, and obliged him to 
erect a furnace, aud make him this Thield, and 
e e OR the. ſon of 


* 
* 4 ® * _ - 7 - * 
* 51s 7% 4 RE SSDS  « . u * 4 > . 1 ; 
* &. 1 a 1 
— ; 0 0 þ - 
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© The king took his deathful (peat and 


F 
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war! —— | Ghoſts fled on every fide, and rol- 
led their gathered forms on the wind. — 
Thrice from the winding vale. aroſe the voices 
of death. The harps *) of the bards, untouch- 
ed, ſound mournful over the hill, A, 


* 


He 


LES ag 5 
Lamo, —— Such are the ſtrange ſi Mons, which 
the modern Scotch and Iriſh bards have formed 


on the original of Ofian. 


45 J 
* \ 


) It was the opinion of the times, that, on the 
nicht preceding the death of à perſon worthy 
8 and renowned, the harps of thoſe bards, who 
were retained- by his family, emitted mielancho- 
| ly founds. This was attributed, to uſe Offian's 
e xpreſſion, to the ligbt touch of ghoſts ;, who were 
© fappoſed to have a fore- knowledge of events. 
the ſame opinion prevailed long in the north, 
and the particular ſound was called, the warning 
voice of the dead, The voice of deaths, men- 
| tioned in the preceding. ſentence; was of a dif- 
ferent kind. Each perſon was ſuppoſed to have 
an attendant ſpirit, who aſumed his form and 
voice, on the night preceding his death, and 
beer to- ſome, in the attitude, in which 
SEE the perſon was to die- The volers or DEATH 
* . the foreboding ſhrieks of thoſe ſpirits. ; 


8 L - * . 
. - 
- 


_ "" 
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He ftruck again the ſhield: battles roſs in 
the dreams of his hoſt, The wide tumbling 
ſtrife is gleaming over their ſouls. Blue : ſhield- 
ed kings deſcend to war. Backward - looking 
armies fly; and mighty deeds are half- hid, in 
the bright gleams of ſteel. 5 


- But when the third ſound aroſe; deer ſtarted 


from the clefts of their rocks. The ſcreams of 
- fowl are heard , in the deſart, as each flew, 


frighted, on his blaſt. —— The ſons of Al- 


bin half-roſe, and half- asſumed their ſpears.— 


But ſilence rolled back on the hoſt: they knew 


the ſhield of the king. Sleep returned to their 


eyes: the field. was dark end ſill, 


C 4 


„ due dcp vid thine {n-devknels, blus- | 


eyed doughter of Conmor! Sul - malls heard 


the 


8 


* 


+) A bard, . 2 8 


was ſo ſenſible of the beauty of this paſſage, 
as to give a cloſe imitation of it, in a poem, 

concerning the great actions of Keneth , Mac-Al- 
pin, king of Scotland, againſt the Pits. As the 

poem is long, I ſhall only. give here che ſtory. 


of it; with a translation of that paragraph, , 


which bears the neareſt reſemblauce to the pas- 
GS Ne 93 ſage 


4 
- : * - 
© * 
3 * 
- 
Y : 
% : 3 
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the dreadful ſhield, end roſe, amidſt the night. 


— Her ſteps are towards the king of Atha. 


— Can b ſhake his daring ſoul: In 


doubt 


ſage of Temora juſt now before me. When 


_ +Keneth was making preparations for that war, 


which terminated in the ſubverſion of the Pictiſh 
kingdom: Flathal, his ſiſter, had demanded per- 
miſſion from him, ef attending him in the ex» 
pedition; in order to have a ſhare in revenging 
the death of her father Alpin, who had been 
barbaronsly murdered by the Pits, The king, 
tho he, perhaps, approved of the gallant dispo- 
ſition of his ſiſter, refuſed, on account of her 
ſex, to grant her requeſt, The heroine, howe- 
ver, drefled herſelf in the habit of a young war- 
rior 3 and, in that disguiſe, attended the army. 


and performed many gallant exploit. On the 


night preceding the final overthrow of the Pias, 


Keneth, as way the cuſtom among the kings of 


Scots, retired to a hill, without the verge of the 
camp, to meditate on the dispoſitions, he was 


to make in the approaching battle. Flathal, 


who was anxious about the, ſafety: of her bro- 


ther, went, privately , to mY top of an adjoin- 


ing rock, and kept watch there, to prevent his 
being ſurprized by the enemy. Keneth 5 
aſleep, in his arms; and Flathal obſerved 2 


py 
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abe ſhe ſtands, with bending m_ Heaven 
A "_ all its ſtars. _ _ my 


Ag 


dy of the PiAs ſurrounding the hill, whereon 
_ the king lay. —— The ſequel of the ſtory may 
de . from the 15 os the. * N $i 


#3 7 #'% 
» T7 2 


„Her eyes, | ike” Hare! roll over th plan 
She trembled for Alpin's race. She ſaw the 
a foe, Her ſteps aroſe: ſhe ftopt. — 
„Why ſhould he know of Flathal? he the king 
7 men! —— But hark! the ſound is bigb. — | 
It is but the. wind of night, lone « whiſtling in > 
my locks, — I hear the ecchoing ſhields!” | 
—— Her ſpear fell from her hand.” The lofty 
A cock reſountde, — 1 roſe, a Ons cloud. 
«Who a ed <7 amt in Bs mid 
of his ſecret hill? [ heard the ſoft voice of Fla- 
thal, Why, maid, doſt thou ſhine in war? The 
daughters roll their blue eyes, by the ſtreams. 


No field of blood bs 8 8 2 


6 Alpin of Albin was mine, 5 cabin of 
Flathal of harps. He is low, mighty Conad, 
aud my ſoul is fire, Could Flathal, by the ſe- : 
| cret ſtream, behold the blood or her foes? lam LE” 
a young eagle, on N king of Drumalbin el 5 
cn a od ys, „„ 
e 


3 
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Again the ſhield reſounds ! —— She ruſh. 
a — she ſtopt, —— Her voice half. 
roſe. It failed. —— She ſaw him,- amidſt his 
arms, that gleamed to heaven's fire, She ſaw 
him dim mp his locks , . that role to nightly 
wind. Away, for fear, ſhe. turned her 
Rs 7 — «Why ſhould | the king of Erin 
awake? Thou art not a dream to his reſt, 
divghter of Inis- hunt, Dy” 


WI A+ 


More e rung his meld. Sul - malla 
ſtarts. | Her helmet falls. Loud · ecchoed Lu- 
bar's rock, as over it rolled the ſteel. — 
Burſting from the dreams of night. Cathmor 
half roſe, beneath his tree. He ſaw the form 
of the maid, aboye him, on the rock. A red 
ſtar, with twinkling beam 2 booked! down thro 
der n e ; | 


855d $463 
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In the ſequel of the piece, the bard does not 

* imitate Oſſian, and his poem is ſo much the 
worſe for it. — Keneth, with his ſiſter's as- 
ſiſtance, forced his way, thro' the advanced par- 
ties of the enemy, and rejoined his own army. 
The bard has given a catalogue of the Scotch 
tribes, as they marched to battle; but, as he 
did not live near the time of Keneth, his ac- / 

| connts are to be little depended on. 15 


— 
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„) Who: comes thro' night to Cathmor, in 
the dark ſeaſon of his dreams? Bring'ſt thou 
ought of war? Who art thou, ſon of night? 
— Stand'ſt thou before me, 4 form of the 
times of old? A voice from the fold of 2 


e to warn me of Erin s dagger? OY 


3 


Nor traveller, of ninht am L nor. voice, 


from folded cloud ; but I warn thee of the dan- 
ger of Erin. Doſt thou hear that ſound? It is 
not the feeble, king of Atha, Wat rolls his 


hs on . . 
Let the warrior roll his ſigns; to Cetbmor 


| 150 are the ſound of harps. My joy is A | 
voice of night, and burns over all my thoughts. 
7 177 is A mufic of ge on lonely hills, by 

= night; 1 


a 


mY * The Ne manner of Offa FR not 20s ee 
/ him to mark the ſpeeches with the names of the 


perſons who ſpeak them. To prevent the ob- 


ſcurity which this might occaſion, 1 ase, ſome- 


times, uſed che freedom to do it in the transla - "44 


DOD tion. In ine preſent dialogue between cathnor 
and Sul. malla, the ſpeeches ate fo much marked 
> with the characters -of rhe ſpeakers, that no in- 
— 2 | recholation is reer to „ ON ro 
70 Wen | N 7 

04 „ 


* 


6 
fix 
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night; when they light their daring' fouls, the 


ſons of mighty deeds! The feeble dwell alone, 


in the valley of the breeze; where miſts lift 


their. 


morning - ict „ from ty blue WR 


ſtreams. 5 0 
Not feeble, thou leader of heroes, were 


they, 


the fathers of my race. They dwelt in 


the darknefs of battle; in their diſtant tands. i 
Let delights not my out, in the ſigns of death! TY 


— 


He *), who neyer yields ' * 1 forth: 


Awake the bard of peace © * | 
Like a rock with its trickling Tater, flood 


1 


2, on his ſoul, and waked the memory of her 


land; 


hefors he Be. to the war of Conmor. 


* , 
: * 
3 
0 * 
* 


* 


or in his tears. Her voice came, a bree⸗ 


where ſhe dwelt by her, peaceful ſtreams, 


4 
8 Davgthor 


7) Fingal is ſaid to FTA never been overcome in 


nne 


'S £3 ET; 


battle. From this proceeded that titls of ho- 
nour, Which, is always beſtowed on him in tradi- 
ion, Fion-ghall na buai' , FINGAL or VICTORIES. * 
In a poem, juſt now in my hands, which cele- 
brates ſome of the great actious of Arthur the 
{ famous Briciſh, hero n that, Welden js often 
- phralgology.s; appears. to iy 5 2 is, per- | 
haps, tho' that is not mentioned ,,, a translation 


from the Welſh on 
/ 18 | 


\ | | i 7 


An * Oo. 
Daughter of ſtrangers , he of TP * * ſhe 


| jrembling: turned away) long havg I. marked ' 
in her armour, the young pine of Inis - hu; 


na. —— But my foul, 1 ſaid, 8 folded in 
a ſtorm. Why ſhould that blow , ariſe , till 


my ſteps return in peace? Have I been pale 


in thy preſence, when thou bidſt me to fear 


the king? 
is the ſeaſon of my ſoul; for then it een 


©} a. 01-4 ſtream, and rolls me on the foe. 


Held the hall covered rocks of Lt # 
* in his 


near bis own winding ſtream; « 
| locks of age, dwells Clonmal ) king of 
| harps. Above him is his ecchoing oak, and 


the dun bounding of roes. The noiſe *) of 


1 ſrife e gegend as he * in the 
1 "Id «a 1 e 


N bn . = 
* 


16) chicks nl cet . 1 retired 


life of this perſon, it appears, that he was of 


the order of the Druids; vhich ſappoſition is 
vot, at all, invalidated by the appellation of 


king of harps „ here beſtowed. on him: for all 


1 ee, that the Bards wers- of the nanbes We 25 


Druids 


1 By this ae.” hs _ tk 57 — RE ks 
de valley, of Lana, was very near the, fel 80 


of 
r 


The time of danger, o maid, 


9 : r 
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thoughts of vears. There let thy reſt be, Sul- | 
malla, until our battle ceaſe. Until I return, 
in my arms, from the ſkirts of the evening- 
miſt, that riſes, on Lona, round the dwelling 
of 4 love. 


188 licht fell on the Con of the 3 it 
roſe kindled before the king. She turned her 
Face. to Cathmor; her locks are ſtruggling with 
winds. | Sooner *) ſhall the eagle of heaven 
| | 54 „ , 


| 218. 7 
A Si 10. 2 - K 


* PEW In PO indirect PET POR of narration, 
1 conſiſſo the great difference detween poetical * 
RE hiſtorical narration. 22H 


9 In after ages, the alluſions of the bards, to par- 
t ticular: pafſages of the works of Oſſian, were ve- 
try numerous. I have met with a poem, which 
was writ three centuries ago, in which the bard 
recommends , to a lady of his own times, the 
behaviour of Sal - malla , in this place. The po- 
em has little to recommend it, excepting the 
- » paſſage, of which I am to give a translation he- 
re. The bards, when they alluded to the works 
ef Oſſian, ſeem to have l ſome portion of 
his fire: upon. other oc; their compoſi- 
tions are little more than a group of epithets re- 


1 duced into meaſure. Only their poems, upon 
is © martial aper Fall under this cenſure. Their 


* / love- 


* * 
b ö - "Re 
a 
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young 


love · ſonnets, and a. paſtoyal verſes , are far from 

wanting their beauties: but, a, great deal of the» 

fe depend upon 2 certain curioſa felicitas of ex- 
4 

. Preffion. in the original ; ſo that they would ap- 

| Pear greatly to their disadyantage | in auother lan- 


Zuage. What the modern bards are moſt mſup- 
portable i in, are their nauſeous, panegyrics upon 


their patrons, We ſee , in them, 2 petty tyrant, 


1 a wg whoſe name was never heard, beyond the con- 
tracted limits of his own valley, talking, forth in 


all the trappings. « of a finiſhed hero, From their 
uent alluſions, however IR © the entertain- 
ments which he gave, and the ftrength of bis 
cups, we may eaſily. gueſs, from whence proceed- 
ed the Praiſe of an indolent and effeminate race 


"of men: for the bards, from the great court 


paid, originally, to their order, became, at wars 


7 the moſt flagitious and diſpirited of all mor- 
tals. Their compoſitions , therefore, on this fide 


: of a certain period ,” are dull and trivial to the 


a higheſt degree. By laviſhing their praiſes upon 
unworthy objects; their panegyrics became com- 


mon and little regarded; they were thruſt our 
of the houſes of the chiefs, and wandered about, 
from tribe to tribe, in che double © capacity | of 


219 
be torn, from the ſtream of his roaring wind; 
when he ſees the dun prey; before him, the 


WE 
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young ſons of the bounding roe, than thou; 
o Cathmor, be turned from the ſtrife of re- 


„ Soon may I ſee thee, warrior, 
| | {rom 


poet and "TIM Galled with this- uſage, they be · 

took themſelves to ſatire and lampoon, fo that 

the compoſitions of the bards . for more than 2 

century back „are almoſt altogether of the ſar- 
2 caſtical kind. In this they ſucceeded well; for as 

3 there is no language more copious than the Ga» 
lic, fo there is ſcarcely any equally adapted ra 
thoſe quaint turns of expreſſion which . belong to 
 fatire, — Tho' the chiefs disregarded the lam- 
poons of the bards, the vulgar, out of mere 
fear, received them into their habitationt „enter - 
tained them, as' well as their dtcumſtances 
would allow, and kept exſiſting, for ſome years, 
an order, which, by their own 'mimanagement, 
5 n fallen into Þ ems 16.9 


+ 


To return to the old 33 EY gave oc- 
caſion to this note. It is an addreſs to the wife 
of a chief, upon the departure of her husband 
to war. The DAP * which 9 45 io Sul- mal · 
In; i, this : 


|. BEM» 45:5, ft Pair ws G RS 175 
is bþ Why art thou moutnful on rocks; or lift- 
. thine eyes on waves? Hig, ſhip has bhounded 

f to- 


Fd 
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from the ſkirts of the evening-miſt, when it is 
rolled around me, on Lona of the ſtreams. 
While yet thou art diſtant far, ſtrike, Cathmor, 
ſtrike the ſhield, that joy may return to my 
darkned ſoul, as 1 lean on the moſly rock, 
But if thou ſhould fall : —— I am in the land 
of ſtrangers; —— O ſend thy voice, from 
Ne cloud, to the maid of nn by” 914 


Young branch of green - - headed Lumon, 


why doſt thou ſhake in the ſtorm? Often has 
Cathmor returned, from darkly - rolling wars, 
The darts of death are but hail to me; they 


have often bounded from my ſhield. I have 


riſen brightned from battle, like a meteor from 


a ſtormy cloud. Return not, fair, beam, from 


thy vale, when the roar of battle grows. 
Then might the foe n as from * fa- | 


thers of old. 


bl 


wwards battle. His joy is in the murmur of 
fields. Look to the beams of old, to the vir- 
gins of Offian of harps, Sul-malla keeps not her 
eagle, from the field of blood. She would not 
N mitem of re. c 
non. | 


* 


{ aw * 


* 
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They told bs Son - mor *), of Clunar I), 
lain by Cormac the giver of ſhells. Three 
days darkned Son-mor , over his brother's fall. 
— His ſpouſe beheld the ſilent king, and 
foreſaw his ſteps. to war. She prepared the 
bow, in ſecret, to attend her blue - ſhielded 
hero. To her dwelt darkneſs, at Atha, when 
the warrior moved to his fields. —— From 
their hundred ſtreams, by night, poured down 
the ſons of Alnecma. They had heard the 
| ſhield of the king, and their rage. aroſe. In 
clanging arms, they moved along , towards Ul- 
lin the land of groves. Son- mor ſtruck his 
ſhield, at times, the-leader of the war. 


Q "SR. 
= A 7 — N * 
. 5 24 

; > 


| * nn tall a man. ne was the Th 
ina dar- düthul, chief of Atha, and grandfath 
to 8 himſelf. The propriety of this epis- 
ode is evident. But, tho' it appears here to 
- be only introduced as an example to Sul - malla; 
the poet probably had anothef deſign in view, 
which was further to illustrate the antiquity of 
5 the e I the Firbolg and Cu: 


2 be man ef the feld. This chief was killed 
in battle by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of Ireland, 
the father of Roscrana, the firſt wife of Fingal. 

The ſtory is alluded to in other poem. 


i 
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Fear behind followed Sul- allin “), 'over the 
ftreamy hills. She was a light on the moun- 
tain, when they eroſſed the vale below. Her 
ſteps were ſtately on the vale, when they roſe 
on the moſſy hill. —— She feared to approach 


the king, who left her in Atha of hinds. 


But when the roar of battle roſe; when hoſt 
was rolled on hoſt; when Son - mor burnt, like 
the fire of heaven in clouds: with her ſpread- 


ing hair came Sul- allin; for ſhe trembled for 


her king. —— He ſtopt the ruſhing ſtrife, to 


_ fave the love of heroes. — The foe: fled by. 
night; Clunar ſlept without his blood; the 
Blood which wu to be en upon the war- 


rior's tomb, 1 | 


Nor roſe ih my: of PANE mor, "ES his ; 
| 005 were dark and flow. Sul allin wandered, 


by her grey ſtreams, with her tearful eyes. 


Often did ſhe look, on the hero, when he was 

folded in his thoughts. But ſhe ſhrunk from py 
his eyes, and turned her lone ſteps away, — | 
Battles roſe, like a tempeſt, and drove the miſt 


from his ſoul. He beheld, with joy, her ſteps 
in the hall, and the white rifing of . hangs 
on the _ | | 
j 


cm sul allin, beautiful eyes the vt of son mor. 


op 
. 


— 
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) In his arms ſtrode the chief of Atha, 


to where his ſhield hung, high, in night: 
high on a moſly bough, over Lubar's ſtreamy 


roar. 


* ) The poet returns to his ſubjecl. The deſerintiou 
of the ſhieJd of Cathmor is valuable, on account 
of the light it throws on the progreſs of arts in 
thoſe early times. Thoſe who draw their ideas 


of remote antiquity from their obſervations vi, 
the manners of modern ſavage nations, will ha- 


ve no high opinion of the workmanſhip of Cath- 
mor's ſhield. To remove ſome part. of their 
Prejudice, I ſhall only obſerve, that the Belge 
of Britain, who were the anceſtors of the Firs 
bolg , were .a commercial people; and coni- 


merce, we might prove, from many. Thining 


examples of our own times, is the proper im 
let of arts and ſciences, and all that exalts the 
haman mind. To avoid multiplying notes, I 
Thall give here the fignification of the names 
of the ſtats, engraved on the ſhield, Ceati- 
mathon , bead of the bear. Col dernd , _ flant 


and ſharp beam. Ul - oicho , ruler f night. , 
Cathlin, beam of the WAVE. Reul - durash, ſtar 


of the twilight. Berthin, fire of the bill. Ton- 


| thena, meteor of the waves. Theſe erymologies , 


* excepting that of Cean · mathon, are pretty exact. 
Of it I am not ſo certain; for it is not very 


# 
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rot. Seven boſſes roſe on the ſhield 1 the | 
Pu. voices: of the king, which bis warriors, > 
received, from the wind, and n over all | 
* bo Fein n —_ 
«bs wack r 1 « tha; of: ph ' 
Canmathon- with beams unſhorn; Col · derna riſ- 
ing from a elond; Uloicho robed in miſt; and 
the ſoft beam of Cathlin glittering on a rock, TR 
Fur gleaming on its own blue wave, Reldurath  - 

balf- ſinks its weſtern light, The red eye of - 
Berthin looks, through a grove, on the flow- 
moving hunter, as he-rerurns, through ſhowery | 
night; wich che ſpoils of the bounding roe. — — _ 
Wide, in the'wiidſt, arofe the clvndleſs beams TM 
of Ton- then; Ton - thina which locked, by = 
night, on the courſe of the ſea+ toſſed Larthon: ' 
bed the firſt 2 W race,, * travel- 5 
E a ay 1 ee 4 


5 3 Ty: $$33» 41 28+. | . £142 _ "' 17 5 


| Probable, that * Fiibolg J 7 W "PA | 
_ Conſtellation, 0 very 5 as the taps * Lar- 1 N | 


Won, by the name of cb the beat. 55 , 2. i 
i MEE #7 7 | 13 4 F T1 1 
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). 0 trev on Ats winds, A > poet 5 
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ſpread the fails of the king, towards ſtresmy 
Inis - fall; dun night was rolled before him, 
with its ſkirts of miſt. The winds were chan- 
geful in heaven, and rolled him from wave to 
wave. Then roſe the fiery - haired Ton- 
thena, and laughed from ber parted cloud. 
Larthon *) rejoiced at the guiding beam, as it I 
faint . on en n waters. | 


£3 II 
3 160 1 
1 * 
1 ; Ka ©. * "4 5 ” # Py q 
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«y Larthon 'is 3 of Lear, 449 and thm, 
| wave. This name was given to the chief of 
— the firſt colony of the Firbolg, who ſettled in 
Areland, on, account of his knowledge in navi- 
gation. A part of an old poem is ſtill exſtant, 

| concerning this hero. . "The author of it, prob- 
Ably, took the hint from che epiſode in this 
K 0 boek, relating to the firſt discovery of wala 
bonn by Lattholl. It abounds with thoſe romantiè 
D221 fables of giants and magicians , which diſtinguiſh 
the compoſitions of the leſs ancient bards, The 
deſcriptions ,/ contained in it, are ingenious and 
; proportionable to the magnitude 'of the perſons 
"+ Tneroduced ; : bur, , being unnatural, they are 
8 inſipid aud tedious. Had * bard kept within 
tze bounds of probability Fo genius was, far 
from being contemptible. Te ee of his 
poem is not deſtitute of merit; but it is the 
5 : | on- 
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1. Beneath the ſpear of Cathmor 5 ewaked 
that voice which awakes the bards. They came; 


dark · winding, from every fide ; each, with the 
found of his harp. , Before them rejoiced the 
king , „ As the traveller, „in the day of the ſun; 


when he hears , 25 rolling around. 3 the mur- 
791 1194, ä * Na 
3 | wk mur 
„ O3.,965973 - 5 n 4 
10 —— 4 01. 7 


only pare of k., thay 1 chink, 2 9 


reſented to reader. 
* ank, 18 10111 of & 3 3%779% WUE 
3 


«Who firſt ſent the black Thip thre” ocettt;- 

«. +; Mt 2 whale N the burſting of foam: 
= ook, "from th y Kilkee, 1 "Cronath Sher 
of the Tarps Uh old 5 Send thy light 

the blue: Tolllig Ae l. that 1 may als * 

N — tte hini dark in his own ſhell | oft 


oak! ſea · toſſedl Larthon, thy foul id fire. 4. 


It is careleſs as the wind of thy fails; as they 


Wave that rolls by thy ſide. But the ſilent green, 


Iſle i is before tl thee z with irs ſons , who are tal 

5 woody Lumon : : Lumon which ſends 0 from 
its top, a thouſand fireams, white - wandering 
[1 Nm its ſides. 


5 } 7 t 1 r! . 


11 ny ; . | Eg fo the credit « laid tie! 
bard, to translate no more of this poem, for 
the continuation of his deſcription. of the Iriſh 

Flaute betrays his want of Judgment. Wo 
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mur of moſſy ſtreams; ſtreams chat n in 
the deſart, from the rock of roes. 


Why, aid Fonar, bear we the voice of 
the king, in the ſeaſon of his reſt? Were the | 
dim forms of. thy fathers bending i in thy debts? 
| Perhaps they ſtand on that cloud, and wait for 
Fonar's ſong ; often they come to the fields, 
where their ſons are to lift the ſpear. —— Or 
ſhall our voice ariſe for him who lifts the ſpear 
no more; he that conſumed the *. from 
Moma 2 the groves ?. | 


Not forgot i is that eloud in war, bard of 
other times. High ſhall his tomb riſe , on 
Moi - lena, the dwelling of renown. But, now, 
roll back my ſoul to the times of my fathers: 
to the years when firſt they roſe, on Inis - hu- 
na's waves. Nor alone pleaſant to Cathmor is 
the remembrance of wood - covered Lumon.— 
Lumon the land of ſtreams , r. dwelling of 


white · boſomed maids. 


*) Lumon of. foamy vids, thou rifeſt on 
Fonar's ſoul! Thy fun is on thy fide, on the 


rocks 


5 79 Lumon $ as 1 have mar ked, in a . note, 
was a kill, in inis. huna , near the reſidence of 
Sul · 
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Weeks of thy bending trees. The dan roe is 
ſeen from thy furze; the deer lifts his branchy 
head; for he ſees, at times, the hound, on the 
-half- covered heath. Slow, on the vale, are 
the ſteps. of maids; the white - armed daughters 
of the bow; they lift their | blue eyes to the 
' hill, from amidſt their wandering locks. —— 


Not there is the ſtride of Larthan, chief of 


Inis - huna. He mounts the wave on his awn 
dark oak, in Cluba's ridgy bey. That oak 
which he cut from Lumon, to bound along the 
ſea. The maids turn their eyes away, leſt the 


king ſhould, be lowly - laid; fer never had Vn 

ſeen a ſhip, dark rider of the WW het 
Now, he deres to call the winds, REG! 

mix N che e of ocean,” e Inis- fail 


a 0 


— 


* 


8 9 


Sub- malla. | This epicde bas an ümmellinte Co. 


nection with what is ſaid” of Larthon, in the- 
_ defcriptiou' of Cathmor's' ſhield; We have there 


hinted to us only Larthon's firſt voyage. to Ireland g 


here his ſtory is related, at-large, and a curious 


deſcription of his invention of ſhip - building. 
This conciſe, but expreſſive, epiſode” has been 


much admired in the original.” Its brevity is re- : 


go. l ſuited to the hurry of the nn 
\ 12 3 * 9 ee T 
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roſe, in ſmgeb but dark · ſKirted night came 

down. "he ſons of Bolga feared. The fiery- 
haired Ton- thena roſe. Culbin's bay received 
the ſhip, in the boſom of its ecchoing woods. 
There, isſued a ſtream, from Duthuma's horrid 
cave; where ſpirits gleamed, at times, 0 
their half finiſbed. ſonxm . 5 HH, 


-” Dreams deſcended on Larthon: he 800 fe. 
ven ſpirits of his fathers. He heard their half- 
formed words, and dimly beheld the times to 
come. "He beheld the kings of Atha, the ſons 
df future days. They led their hoſts, along 
che field, like ridges of miſt, which winds pour, 
in autumn, over Atha of the groves. 


Larthon raiſed the hall of Samla *), to 
the ſoft: ſound of the harp. He went forth to 
the roes of Erin, to their wonted ſtreams, Nor 
did he forget green - - headed Lumon; he often 
bounded over his ſeas, to where white - handed 
 Flathal ** looked from the hill of roes. Lu- 
mon of the donne ſtreams thou riſeſt on Fo- 


ne foul.” l Ano a; os d 

Pe 1K a * 1 [ The 

*) . ent it ions 2 & called 3 the viſion of 
Larthon, conceruing his goſteri ,, 

*) Flathal, heavenly, exquiſitely bautiful. She was- 


rhe wiſe of Larthon. 


. * 


The beam awaked in the eaſt. The mi 


is 


heads of the mountains roſe. Valleys ſhew., a 


on every fi de, the grey - winding of their 


ſtreams. His hoſt heard tlie ſhield? of Cathmor : 


at once they roſe around; like a crowded fea, 
when firſt it feels the wings of the wind. The 
waves know not whither to 1 re lift their 
troubled heads. E en i n 202 30 


Sad and flow retire? Sur milla to Lona 
of the ſtreams. She went Zuid often 1 
ed; her blue eyes rolled in tests. 5 But, when 
ſhe, came to the rock , that. darkly - . 
Lont's yale ſhe looked, from her- burſting 
ſoul, on the king; and ſunk, at, once, behind. 
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4 


») Son of Alpin, ike the ſtring. Is 


* ought of joy in the harp? Pour it then, 


on the ſoul of Offian: it is folded in miſt. "=" 


I hear thee, o bard, in my night. But ceaſe © 
= Ow” wann ſound.” The joy of 


grief 


*) The original of this lyric ode is one of the moſt 


beautiful pafſages of the poem, The harmony 7 


/ and variety of irs verſification prove, that the 
knowledge of muſic was conſiderably advanced 


in the days of Olllan, See the ſpecunen of on 2 


ori 3 


j 
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grief belongs to n, amid his dark brown 
3 Pf 


| * thorn of. the hill of: aca this 
-ſhakeit thy head to nightly winds! I hear no 
found in thee; is there no ſpirit's windy ſkirt 
now ruſtling in thy leaves? Often are the ſteps 
of the dead, in the dark-eddying blaſts; when 
the,moon,,s dug ſhield, from the eaſt, is roll. 
ed eee the ſky. ER 


*Vitia , "Eat and Ryno, voices "of | the 
as of one! Let me hear you, in the dark- 
nei of Selma, and awake the ſout of ſongs. 
1 hear you not, ye children of muſie, in what 
ball of the clouds is ypur reſt? Do you touch 


the ſhadowy barp, robed with morning · miſt, 
where the fun. comes a forth from We 
My waves? i; {rf a, 1 
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> ARGUMENT Bee vin. 

The fourth morning, from the opening of the poem, 

comes on. Fingal ,. mill courianing in the place, to 7 4 
_ which he had retired on the peecediog night, is ſeen, 

ar intervals, chro- the nit, which covered the rock 

et Cormul, The deſcent of the king is deſcribed, He. —// 

orders Gaul, Dermid , aud Catril the Kg to ao to 

the valley of Cluna , and conduct, from thence, 

the Ca ledonian army, Ferad- artho, the fon of Cane, 

the only perſon e 'of he family of Conar , 

the firſt king of Ireland. — rbe king takes the 

a of the army, and prepares for battle, March- 


ing towards he enemy. he comes to the cave * 
Lubar, where the body of Fillan lay, Upon ſeeing 
his dog Bran, who ſay at the entrance of the cave, 


his grief returus. Cathmor arranges the army of 
the Fir-bolg _ order of battle. The appearance of 
4 hero. The general conflict is deſcribed. The 
actions of Fingal and Cathmor. A ſtorm. The total 2 4 
un of the Fir-bolg. The two kings eugage „in a 

column of miſt, on the banks of Lubar. Their atti- , 


ARGUMENT ro Boox VIM. 
tude and conference after the combat. The death of 
-Cathmor. —— Fingal reũgns the ſpear of ag phe 
' Offiart. The ceremonies obſerved on that a — 
The ſpirit of Cathmor appears to Sul malla, in the 
OP valley of Lona. Her ſorrow. 2 Evening comes on. 
A fest is prepared. — The coming of Ferad-artho is 
announced by the ſongs of a hundred bard. — The 
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* den the \ y We FIR ſoined 
the waves of the mountgin - lake, ha- 
ye ble them, y in ſtormy night, and cloathed- 
them over with, ice; . , . hunter s 
vi3oze ene ee eee n 12 early 
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G Dan e, LB 
ee e eee 1 have made it more 
my buſitieſs to explain, than to examine; criti- 
| cally, the words of Oſſian. The firſt" id my pro- 
vince, as the perſon beſt acquainted with them, 
| the. ſeconid falls to the ſhare of others.” I Thall, 
however, obſerve, that all the precepte, which 
Aristotle drew from Homer; ought not to be 


; applied to the compoſiion of a Celtic bard; nor 


dußht the title of che later to the e to be 


ad 7 
- 
dis- 
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2 eye, billows ſtill ſeem to roll. 
* ed 14. of each unequal 


A 
disputed, even if he ſhould differ — fs Cir- 
cuniſtaſices,/ , feom, 4 Greek poet. — some al- 
| lowance friSild be made for the different man- 
| | ners of nations. The genius of the Greeks and 
Celtæ was extremely diſſimilar. The firſt were 
| lively. and joquacious 25 a Manly ( Edllsi ſeneſs of 
2 expreſſion diginguiſned. the rer. We find, 

3 accordingly , that the compoſitious of Homer and 
Ofiian are marked with the general and oppoſite 
| characters. of Heir, reſpective natious; and; 7 coun 
8 it is improper to ,compare , the min 
+ tic of HI "poems together. 8 are, have- 
. ver, genefal * rules, in the Conduct of an epic 
poem, which; as they are nattifal, are, He- 
We wiſe, univerſal, In theſe the two poets exactly 
correſpond. , This ſimilarity, which could not 
| Sn pollibly. proceed from imitatiou, is, more deciſi- 5 
ve, with reſpect to the grand eſſentials of the 
" abr} v ere 4 n Ariſtpile. | 
wu ie wee pee ths 5 cata 
| £ {+ © trophe. The preparations he has made, in the 
a preceding book, properly introduce the magniti- 
| 1-1 7 'cence/ of deſcription, with which ' the preſent | 
; Sd Wr to Ibew that the Celtic 
=_ -aib_ | bard 
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ge. 


> 1 


* A : 
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ge. But each is ſilent, gleaming, ftrewn with 


boughs and tufts of graſs, which” ſhake and 


10 


£ * , 
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ap” 


6 
to 
1 


| whiſtle to the wind, over their" grey ſeats" of 


froſt: 


Li 
f 


bard had more art, in working up his fable, 
than ſome of thoſe „Who cloſel y Wed FEY 


perfect model of Homer- The transition from 


the pathetic to the ſublime is eaſy and natural. 
Till the mind is opened, by the firſt, it ſcarcely ws 
can have an adequate comprehenſion” of the ſe- 


cond. The ſoft and 'affeRing - ſcenes of the ſe- 
venth book form a ſort of contraſt to, and con- 
ſequently heighten, the features of the more 
grand ind terrible W pes - «ct 
2442 nr „ 
The ſimile, with which this baok opens , is, 
perhaps, the longeſt, and the mog minutely de- 
- - ſcriptivey/ of auy in the werke of Offiati. The 


- | tmages'of it are only familiar to thoſe who live 
51 - apes cold and mountaindastourry: They have 
often ſeen a lake ſuddenly frozen over, and 8 


._  firewed with withered gruſt, and bought torn, 


„ 
bat © 


| by winds, from the moutitaitis;; which form its 


danke: bur, 1 believe, few"8f- em would be 


of the mind of the andiett-bard who preferred 


80 


a a eee e , eee „ 
May. — To me, ſays he, bing back my 
— OReE their rater n bBlaſtr; ſpread = 
, . ne F 
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——» ſo. ſilent ſhone to the morning 


the ridges of Morven's hoſt , as each warrior 
e up from his . towards the hill 


* of 
45 


rde lake below, with ol its posen waver. Pleaf 
ant is the breeze on the bearded ite; when the 
mom is broad in beaven, and the ſpirit of the 
Mountain roars, Roll ewoy the green wales of 


May ; they ere thonguts of maids, &c. such are 
the words of this winter - poet: but what he after- 


-wards adds, gives us to underſtand, that thoſe 
_ " frigid ſcenes were not his ſole delight; for be 
: Tpeaks, with gteat tenderneſs, of the oak-lighted 


hal of the chief; and the ſtrength of the ſpells, 
at night, when the courſe of winds is abroad. 


is 


eee 
© the fillief and fen exſpectation of an army, 
"on —— nn for the — 


10 8 of — .a pit i allo very ex- 
„upon the appearance of that hero; —— , An au- 
cient bard," ſenſible of the beauty of this paſſage, 
bas bappily imitated it, in a pom, conceriang 


+ the. preceding bock. Kenneth had reticed pri- 


11 


* * * 
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bf the king; the cloud - covered: hill of Fingal, 
where he'iſtwode, in the rolling of miſt. At . 
times is the hero ſeen, greatly dim in all his 
arms. From thought to N releg: ihe war, 


along his s mighty ſoul. 


= 
* 
— * * S,- 
a 
- 


Now f is the coming bend of the kia" . 
run appeared the ſword of Lune; the ſpeir | 
half iſſuing from a cloud, the ſhield ſtill dim 
in miſt. But when the ſtride of the king kanſe 
abroad, with all his grey, dewy lotks in "the 
wind; then roſe the ſhouts of his hoſt over. 
erery moving tribe. They gathered, gleaniing, 
round, with all their ecchoing ſhields. So riſe 
the green ſeas. round a ſpit, that comes dow 
from the, {qually wind. The traveller hears £6 
the ſound. afar , and lifts | his bead over the ns 
wk, Herleoks « on. the troubled bar, and N 
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thinks he dimly ſees the form. The -waves 
ſport, unwieldy , round, with all air" becks 
of foam. | 3 4 


| Far-diſtant ſtood the fon of Morni, Duth- 
no's race, and Cona's bard. We ſtood far - di- 
ſtant; each beneath his tree, We ſhuned the 
eyes of the king; we had not conquered i in the 
field. — A little ſtream rolled at my feet: 
1 touched its light wave, with my ſpear, 1 
touched it with my ſpear; not there was the 
foul of Oſſian. It darkly roſe, from Tous 
to thought ' and ſent abroad the ſigh. _ 


* 
4 


Son of Mori, „ faid the ling! pak: 
hunter of roes! why are ye dark, like two 
rocks, each with its trickling waters? No wrath 
Lathers on the foul of Fingal, againſt the chiefs 
of men. Ye are my ſtrength in battle; the | 
kindling of my joy in peace. My early voice 
was a pleaſant gale to your ears, when Fillan 

the bow. The ſon of Fingal is not 
here, nor yet the chace of the bounding roes. 
But why ſhould the breakers of Thields' ſtand a 


darkened, far away ? .. * _ | 
a Hall they code e the onde they 


ſaw him turned to Mora's' wind. His tears ca- 


me 


4 
MZ 
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me down; for his blue · eyed ſon, who ſlept in 
the cave, of ſtreams. But he brightened before 
them, and ſpoke to the broad-ſhielded kings. 


Crommal, with woody ik and miſty 
top, che field of winds, pours forth, to the 
Light , blue Lubar's Rteamy 'roar. Behind it 
rolls clear-winding Lavath, i in the, ſtill vale of 
deer. A cave is dark in a rock; 3 above it 


Weng eagles dwell; broad headed oaks, 
before it; found in Cluna's wind. Within 


yy locks of . 70 rend. artho ). blue· 
„ in AC an 26W 0 et r ena md e 
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dd coding! of end He was the pars Si bas 
| ing of he rce of Conry the fon of Trenmor, 
de firſt Iriſh; monarch, xcterding to Offian. In 
orcher te mabe this paſſage thoroughly under- 
. Rood, it may not, be improper; to ,regppitulate = 

5 dome part of Phar has! deep ſaid in preceding no- ; 
20 en Upon the deal ef Conaryrhy fon of 
. 1], Txoumony his ſon, Cormac ſucceeded on, the Iriſh 
_— Cormac reigned. long. | His children we- 
„„des Eairbar, who. ſucceeded. bim, and Rov-crana, | 


. 
— * 
3 1 
2 
* 


* 


= the fic. wife of Fingal: | Cairbar,, long before 


. _ (the death of bis on Ce had taken to 


 vife Bos-gala, the yp: f Colgar', ous 
ne 


cel king; the fon of broad ſhielded Caller 
from Ullin of the roes. ' He liſtens to the volee 
- 2 0 ELIE Fe | (not birs en or 


ah the 1 8 chiels in 38 and 5 
had, by her, Artho, afterwards, king of ireland. 
hy Soon after Artho arrived at man's eſtate , his 
mother Bos-gala died, and Cairbar took to wife 

Beltanno, the daughter of Conachar of Ullin, \ 

who brought him 'a fon, whom he called Ferad- 
artho, i, e. 4 wan in the place of Arth, The 
\ dais brother was born, was abſent, on an expe- 
dition in the ſouth of Ireland. A falſe report 
= was brought to his father, that he was killed. 
— Cairber," to uſe the words of the pbem on 

the ſubje& ; darkened for bir fait. haired ſon. 
Ry Ee turned to the youny beam of light, the ſon 
\ oi up puter of Conbeber, e e it Bead 
urtho, be ſaid, a fire before thy rate. Cairbar, 
a after, died, nor did | Artho: long ſurvive 


BD a dim Ane Wes ted, in We ih throne, 
9 | Mo by his fon Cormac, Who, in hir minority, was 
. munderen by Cuban, the fon of 'Borba: duthul. 
"i Sy EI. Ferad-artho, ſays tradition, wag very young, 
5 Wb 25 ben che expedition” of Pingel, te gentle him 

on the throne of "Ireland, happened. During 


1 4 . ſhort reign of young Cormac, Ferad · artho 
2 need at the royal palace of Temors, "Upon thi 


ws 7 8 
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of Condan, 8s, grey, he 130 in feeble light. 


He liſtens, for his foes dwell in the ecchoing 
| halls of Temora. He comes, at times, abroad, 


* 


1 
* 


- 
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murder of the king, PIER the bard; PEW! 


Ferad-artho, privately, to the cave of Cluna, 


bebind the mountain Crommal, in Ulster, ' whe» 

re they both lived concealed, ducing the uſurpar _ 5 
c tion of the family of Atha, All. theſe; particu: 
lars, concerning Ferad-artho „may be gathered 


g from the compoſitiont of Offian: A . 154 
D ancient , has deliverd Fl whole hiftor | 


poem juſt now in my Povleflion. It Hart lnle 


15 merit, if we except the ſcene beta - Ferad- 
artho, and the meſſengers of Fingal, upon their 
arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After hearing 


of the great actions of Fingal, the young ince, 


N propaſes the following queſtions concerning him. 
to Gaul and Dermid, — Is the king tall 
as the rock of my cave? Is hig ſpear a_fir. of 
5 Cluna? Is he a rough - winged blaſt , on, the 
mountain » Which takes the green oak by the 
l head, „ and tears it from iti hill? 
| Cabas within his ſtrides » When he ſends his fta- 
tely Rep along? —— Nor is he tall, faid Gaul, 
as that rock: nor glitter ſtreums within his ſtri- 


Glitters 


des, but his foul is a —_ En on 
- Ava: of - Ullin's ſeas. 1830 hag! i 


23 
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in the ſkirts of miſt, to pierce the bounding 
roes. When the ſun looks on the field, nor 

by the rock, nor ſtream, is he! He ſhuns the 
rece of Bolga, who dwell in his father's hall. 
Tell him, that Fingal lifts the ſpear, and that 
ie Mi: perhaps, may fail, = 


Lift up, O Gaul, the ſhield before him, 
em Dermid, Temora's ſpear. Be thy voi- 
e in his ear, o Cattil, with the deeds of his 
Gas: Lead him to green Moi-lena, to- the 
duſky held of ghoſts; for there 1 fall forward, 
in battle, in the folds of war. Before 8 
night deſcends, come ta high Dunmora's top. 
Look , from the grey rolling of miſt, on Lena 
of the ſtreams. - If there my ſtandard ſhall float 
on wind, over Lubar's ' gleaming” courſe, then 
is not Fingal failed in the laſt of his = 


Such were bis words: nor aught replied 
th fi lent, ſtriding kings. They looked ſide- 
long, on Erin's hoſt, and darkened, as they 
went. Never before had they left the 
king, in the midſt of the ſtormy field. — 
Behind them, touching at times his harp, the 
grey-haired Carril moved. He foreſaw the fall 
of the people, and mournful was the found! — 


E 
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It was like a breete 4 that comes, by fits; over 
Lego's reedy lake; when ſleep half deſcends 
on the hunter, within his moſly cave. | 


_ - Why: bends the bard. of Com, faig Fin- 
gal, over his ſecret ſtream? —— Is this a ti- 
me for ſorrow, father of low -' laid | Oſcar? Be 


oy; warriors 19 5 remembered in et when 
may _ ecchoing 


* 
»w 5 ” : — 
7 
” | Ul # - 


5-44 ö ' l ? 4 
7) Oſcar and Fillan are here, 3 called 
the warriors. Oſſian was not forgetful of them, 
| when, to uſe his own, expreſſion, peace returned 
to the land. His plaintive poems, concerning 
the death of theſe young heroes, were very nu- 
merous. I had occaſion, in a preceding note, 
to give a trans lation of one of them, (a dialo- 
gue between Clatho and Bos - mina) in this 1 
Thall lay before the reader a Fragment of another, 
The greateſt , and, perhaps, the moſt intereſting 
part of the poem, is loſt. What remains, is a 
ſoliloquy of Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar, ſo 
often mentioned in Offian's compoſitions, She 
__ firing alone, in” the vale of Mol- lutha, is re- 
« preſented as deſcrying, at a diſtance, the ſhip 
1 * carried the bouy of Oſcar to Mor ven. | 


bels Malvins is like the bow of the ſhower, in in 
the ſeeret valley of ſtreams; it is bright, but the 


$9 
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eechoing ſhields. are hated. no more Ben 4. 
then, in n over the . n blows | 


' 


I  Urops: of deren roll on its blended light, They 
33; . that I am fair within my lochs, but, on 
my brightneſs, is the wandering of tears. Dark - 
Atte _ flies oner my- foul, as the duſky Vave of 
vc ood breeze, along the graſs of Lutha.— Y 
have not the roes failed me, when I moved 
between the hills, Pleaſant, beneath my white 
band, aroſe the ſound of harps, What then, 
. © © daughter of Lutha, travels over thy ſoul, like 
+ the dreary path of a ghoſt, along the nightly 
beam? — Should the young? warrior fall, in 
the roar of his troubled fields! Voung vir- 
gins of Lutha, ariſe, call back 5794 wandering 
thoughts of Matvina, - Awake the voice of the 
- harp, along my ecchoing vale. Then ſhall my 
ſoul come forth, like a light from the gates of 
the morn, when clouds are rolled dene them, 
with their broken fides, 


RTM Dweller of my thoughts, by e , whoſe 
| Yf aſcends in troubled-gficlds , Why doſt thou 
fie - up my ſoul, thou far - diſtant fon of "the 
Is that the ſhip of my. love, its 
dark courſe thro' the ridges of ocean ? How art 
won ſo ſudden, Olcar , from. the heath of 
: The 


king? 


A N E r 10 POR 1 249 


the mountain - breeze, Let them paſs,-0n thy 
ſou] ,/ the blue-eyed- dwellers of Lena. But 
Erin rolls to war; wide-tumbling, rough, and 


dark. Lift, Oſſian, lift, the ſhield. —— Im 


N alone, my fon; dls SD. ret 1 


K 26 921 


voice of wit tothe 


As comes the fu 
becalmed ſhip of Inis. hu 
along the deep, dark rider of the wave: {al 
the voice of Fingal ſent Oſſian ; tall; along the 
heath. He lifted | high his ſhining ſhield, in 
the duſky wing of war: like the broad, blank 
den- d. the Nin of. dsa. been the 


Wan eie, en 0 ee alto) N 


loud, from « tnoſs-covered” Morn, poured 
down, at once," the broad - winged war, Fin. 
gal led his People forth, king of Morven of 
ſtrems.— On high ſpreads the W 
wing. His grey hair is poured on his ſhoulgere 
broad. In thunder are his mighty ſtrides. He 
often ſtood, and ſaw behind, the wide-gleam-' 


ing rolling of N IE Tock he! dem. 
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a 7 4 The reſt of this rem. it is Ki. — — 
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of a dialogue between Ullin and Malvina, where- 


in the  dinreſs hs the latter eee ee 
„ eigen pligh/ e , 025 ee tb IP 


, and drives it large; 
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= ed; grey over with ice, whoſe woods ate high 
In wind- Bright ſtreams leap from its __ 
and {pread” their foam on blaſts.” 


| Now he came to Lubar's cave, wikre Fil- 
3 lan ann ſlept. Bran till lay on the broken 
ſhield : the engle-wing is ſtrewed on winds. 
Bright, from | withered furze, looked forth the 
hero's ſpear. +— Then grief ſtirred the ſoul 
of the king, like whirlwinds blackening on a 
lake. He turned his ſudden. ſtep. 5 and ns 
on his bending ſpear. | | 
© / Whitelbreafted Bran came b bounding with 
| joy to the known path of Fingal, He came, 
> 4 and looked, towards. the cave, where the blue- 
eyed hunter lay; for he was wont ta. ſtride, 
Vith morning, to the dewy bed of the roe.— 
It was then the tears of the king came down, 
and all his foul was dark. But as the 
riſing wind rolls away the ſtorm of rain, and 
leaves the white ſtreams to the ſun, and high 
hills with their heads of graſs; ſo the return · 
ing war brightened the mind of Fingal. He 
en 9. on his pon, 2 over Lubar, and 


5 * en FREED, heypiertiales? of Offian were, after · 
285 wards , taken in 5 lter! ſenſe, by the ignorant 
> £ | val 


| 


forward, at once; with all their pointed ſteel. 


8 
2 F4 


8 2 
. 4 


giant. Of theſe Hiberniad poems there are now 
many in my hands. From the language, and 
alluſions to the times in which they were writ, 
|  I'ſhould fix the date of their compoſition/in- the 
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ſtruck his ecchoing ſnield. His ridgy hoſt bend 
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3 ; N chey fomly, belleved , "that Fingal, "5 


I and his heroes, were of a gigantic ſtature. The- 


re are many extravagant fiftions founded upon 


the circumſtance of Fingal leaping at ence over 


the river Labar, Many of them are handed 
down in tradition. The Kiſh” compoſitions con- 


cerning Fingal, invariably ſpeak of him as a 


| fifteenth and ſixteenth! centuries. In ſume paſſa · 
ges, the poetry is far from wanting merit, but 
k : tha fable is unnatural, and the whole conduct of 


the pieces injudicious. I ſhall give endiclaltance 


of the extravagant fictions of the Iriſh-.bards, in 
a poem which they, moſt unjuſtly, aſeribe to 


Offan. The ftory. of it is this — Ireland / 
being threatened with an invaſion from ſome part 
af Scandinavia, Fingal ſent Offian, Oſcar aud 


Ca- olt, to watch the bay, in which it was ex- 
ſpected, the enemy was to land. Oſcar ,,unluc- 


' kily, fell aſleep, before the Scandinavians ap- 


| ad, great an be was, en the Leith 


bad, 


— 


N 
* 2 


* 
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in the wing of war, looks forward from ſhag- 
gy brows. Next roſe that beam of light Hid- 
alla; then the fide- - long - looking gloom of Ma- 


8 
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Nor Erin. heard, with fear, the N 


wide they came rolling along. Dark Malthos, 


ronnan. Blue · ſhielded Clonar lifts the ſpear; 


Ne ſhakes bis Ny locks on the wind. — 


SI un: ö ur 
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bard, he had one bad property, that no 10 


Could waken him, before his time, than cutting 
off one of his fingers, or throwing a great ſtone 


net bim on thoſe occafidus, till he had recover- 


e himſelf, and was fully awake,” Cx-olt, whe 


e employed by Offian to waken his ſon, made 


choice of throwing the tone | againſt his. head, 


- © + the leaſt dangerous expedient. The ſtone, re- 


— 


+ . pounding from the hero's. head, ſhook., as it 
Oder role in rage, fought bravely, and, ingly, 
- ee a wing of the /enemy's _ — 
Thus the bard goes on, till Fingal put an end 

AN or; by the total rout -of es 


wins. Puerile, and even deſpicable, as theſe 
- - + Mftions' are, yet Kpating and O0“ Flaherty have 


no better auticority than-the "poems which" contain 
them, for all that they write concerning Fion 
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slowly, from behind a rock, roſe the bright 
form of Athayo Firſt appeared his two pointed 
ſpears, then the half of his burniſhed. ſhield: 
like the riſing of d nigbtly meteor; over the 
vals of ghoſts, But when he ſhone all abroad: 
the hoſts plunged, at once, into ſtrife. The 
e waves of ſteel are e on either 
N * en e ho Holi 5397 ita: L 8 


3 "3 hs att * 4 — 


chr. us meet two wet ſear, wih ale rotting 
of all their waves, when they feel the wings 
of contending. winds, in" the rock - fded firth of 
Lumon; along the eechoing” bills is the dim 
- courſe of ghoſts; from the blaſt" fall the torn 
groves on the deep, amidſt the foamy path of 
whales: —— $9mixed- the hoſts. Now - 
Fingal ; now Cathmor came abroad. The 
dark tumbling of death is before them: the 
viclm of bioken let is rolted en tach 1 "=" 


— — — es 
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the e of hd „„ as © whe rin CE 
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5 " fell ; by Fingal, lata Fowl 256 Ek 
' a ſtream, The waters gathered by his - fide, 
add leapt grey over his boſſy ſhield. — Clo _ 
ar is pierced vy Cathmor: nor yet toy. the .-< 
chief on earth. An ook e e -in 1 „% 


254 


TE MOR A: BOI. 


fall. His helmet rolled on the ground. By its 
thong; hung his broad ſhield; over it wander - 
ed his ſtreaming blood. Tla- min *) ſhall weep, 
in the hall, and” ſtrike! her heaving breaſt. 
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[$i bete — The WN Cloner and 


Tla-min were rendered famous in the north, by 
a fragment of a Lyric poem, ſtill preſerved, 


At. 3 to Oſſian. Be it the 2 


. MH 


* 


— 


W Phe me, „ for inſerting it th 1 is 3 
— . Gialogue between Clonar and Tla-min. She bo⸗ | 
, with a ſoliloquy , which he overhears, 


N 43 
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c clonar, ſoh of Cong 1er Nass yourg hunt 


er- uf duu- de riss * Where art thou laid, 
amid ruſhes, beneath the paſſing wing of the 
e behoald thee, my love, in the 
plain of thy own, dark; ireams! The clung thom 
is rolled by the wind, and ruſtles along his | 
* Thield. Bright in fle leck, be lies: the thoughts 
of his dreams fly, darkeniug! beer his" face. 
Thou thinkeſt of the battles of Oſſian, young 

en of "os ecchplag We £ 715! non gomeM 
n tene 

" <Half bid, in the ger, I fir down. Me ery 


. Why, ſhould ye hide her 


Rr Gat I "of harps? 
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2862 Nor did Oſſian forget thei ſpear; in; the. 
wing of his war. He ſtrewed the field: with - 
Gene, — W Mn came. Soft voice 
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- *Ag he wir, ſeen i in a dream, Hes of from 
„ opening eyes; we think, we behold his 
oo! | bright path between the cloſing ills : fo fled the 
daughter of Clungal, from the fight of Clouat 
of ſhields. Ariſe, from the n, * "FR 
blue - eyed Tla · min, ariſe. aol, nan a 


: 


„e Hove, Sami. 2 TLAMIN. 2 by 
; 1 turn me away from his ſteps. why ſhould 
lie know of my love! My White breaſt is heaving : 
* | over fight; : as foam on the dark courſe of ſtreams, 
# nn" But" he paſſes away, in 255 an! — 
2 ne, my foul is fad. 7 . 
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CLONAR a 
Ar a was the (hipld of Fingal | PR of kings 
| Haan dela hat — My path is. towards 
Erin. Ariſe, fair light, from thy ſhades, | 
Come to the field of my ſoul, there 3 is the ſpread> | 
7 ing of hoſts. Ariſe, on Clonar's troubled + 
Wet ſoul, young daughter' of blue - ſhielded Clun- | 
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of ſtreamy Clonra Why dt. thou lift the 
leet? —— 0 that we met, in in the ſtrife 'of 
ſong; , in thy own - ruſby vale» —— - Malthos 
beheld him low, and darkened as he ruſhed 
along. On either ſide of a ſtream, we bend 
in the ecchoing ſtrife. Heaven comes rol- 
ling down: around burſt the voices of ſqually 
Vings. — Hius are clothed, at times, in 
Fre. | Thunder. rolls in wreaths vf miſt. * In 
darkneſs ſhrunk the foe: Morven's warriors ſteod 
oghsſt. — Still I hen dee the waar] amidſt 
r n locks. GP borun aus 


wy K 


- Then roſe ha Vs! Tof be, and the 
aud of the flying foe. I ſaw the king, atti- 
mes, in lightning, dackly-ſtriding i in his might. 
I ſtruck my echoing. ſhield, ande hung forward 
on the ſteps df Alnecme: the ſoe j Þ ralled be- 
for like a wreath of ſmoak. 
A 3: * 

. The Ko hooked forth "Gm tits wk The 
hundred firearms of Moi dena ſhone. Slow roſe 


the blue columns of miſt , "againſt the gkttering 


«f{* 


32 5 are the, JON kings? "1 _ 
Nor 
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5 #) Fingal and ce, 3 | 
wh 6 is rechdfkable, ai. numerous 
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Nor by that ſtream, nor wood, are they 
hear the elang of arms! — Their ſtriſe is 
in the boſom of miſt.— Such is the con- 
tending of ſpirits in a nightly; cloud, When 
they ſtrive for the wintry wings of winds, and 
the: rolling of the foam- covered waves. 17, 
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+ + Referiprions of ngle combats We exhauſts 
ed the ſubject. Nothing new, nor adequate to 
our high idea of the kings, could be ſaid: Ofi- 


A2u, therefore, throws a column of miſt over the 71 IS 


15 " whole „ and leaves the combat to the r 
1225 tion "of the reader. 2 Poets have almoſt un- 
ph  'Verfally Failed in hight deſcriptions of ' this" ſort. 
Not all the ſtrength of Homer could ſustaim, 
i» 5 with dignity , the miuntiæ of à ſſugle cbmbak. 
' The throwing of a. ſpear, and the braying 3 
a @ ſhield, as ſome of our” own poets moſt ele- 
- gantly expreſs it, convey no grand ideas Our 
* In imagination ftrerches beyond, and, donſeqventiy., 
deſpiſes, the deſcription. It were, therefore 
well, for ſome poets; in my opinion, (tho' it 


* 


de, perhaps, ſomewhat fingtlar) to have, fo e 


metimes, like Cn; "FRA "9 over their 
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I ruſhed along. The grey miſt roſe. 
Tall » gleaming, they ſtood at Lubar.— 
Cathmor leaned againſt-a. rock. His half-fallen 
ſhield received the ſtream, that leapt from the 
moſs above. —— Towards him is the ſtride 
of Fingal; he ſaw the hero's blood. His ſword 
fell ſlowly to his fide, — He 3 midſt 
his * joy. 


, Yields the race of Borbar- duthul ? Or fil 
does he lift 'the ſpear ? Not unheard is thy na- 
me, in Selma, in the green dwelling of ſtran- 
gers. It has come, like the breeze of his de- 
fart, to the ear of Fingal. —- Come to my 
| hall of feaſts: the mighty fail, at times. No 
ſire am I to low- laid foes: I rejoice not over 

the fall of the brave. To cloſe *) the 

| | 5 ” wound 


a 1 


) Fingal is very much celebrated, in tradition, for 
| his knowledge in the virtues of herbs, The Iriſh 
poems, concerning him, often repreſent him, 

. curing the wounds which his chiefs received in 
battle. They fable concerning him, that he was 

in posſeſſion of a cup, containing the eſſence of 

| herbs, which inſtantaneously healed wounds. 
The knowledge of curing the wounded, was, 
> | ; * 1 k till 


A* EU 1. e POE Mp 4 


wound is mine: 1 have known he ot the 
hills. 1 ſeized their fair hends, on igh',! s 


they waved by their ſecret ſtreams. . Thog 


1 
Ca 


art dark apd ſilent, king of Atha of dern. 


By "Aths 10 dhe dreams, he. fad, ther ai | 
es a moſly rock. On its head is. the wander- 
ing of boughs, within the courſe of winds. 
Dark, in its face, is a cave with its on AUιtf « 
rill.— There have I heard the tren f 
W n *" ag * hall af | 

«1 944.03 VB 1 gs 


IM 'O3-- F175" 91 ve 59 15 f * 20 B "as * 
till of late, univerfat. among the e 
Wie hear of no other disorder, which Tequiretl 
the ſkill of phyſic. The wholeſdmeneſs of the 
climate, and an .aQtive life, . in hunti 


- Fo 
. N 1 i 

excluded diseaſes. | 5 
* q * r * | 3 y "I 


„ The eee ee was unpat- 
alleled. He reflects, with pleaſure, even in his 
laſt moments, on the relief he had afforded to 
A The very tread of their feet was 

pleaſant in his ear. —— His hoſpitslity was 
not paſſed unpoticed by ſucceeding 1b. bards ; for, 


with them 55 it, became 3 a proverb. when they de- 
* the hoſpitable dispoßtion of a hero, that 


be was like ,Cathmor of Atha , the friend of ſtran- 3 
e Ane ' 
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«4 1 — 12 = SS” * 5 * 7 ; . S6 3 


'% + 


: 3 
4 » 
. Enters et ce oe — — 


* 
1 
—.— 
. ˙ nn 


N , 
OE ee ee nn OPIN" —H— AB Ao — 


0 COB EP ANT ee EB.» | 


15 


þ 


4 


— 


_ 


260 TE M OR A: * B o o mY 1 


ſhells. / Joy toſe$ like à flame; on my ſoul: 
1 bleſt che eceheing rock. Here be my dwell- 
ing, in darkneſtd , in my graſſy vale. From 
this I ſhall maunt the breeze, that purſues my 
thiſtle's beard; or look down, on e 
Atha , from its waridering wilt. a 


*I. ns - 3 21 e Fa 


Why ſpeaks the king! of the 8 — 
Otten! the warrior; has failed ! ——. Joy. meet 


thy- ſoul, like 4 'ſiteam, Cathinor , friend of 


rangers! — My ſon, I bear the call of 
years; they take my ſpear as they paſs along. 


Why does not Fingal, they ſeem to fay, reſt 


within his hall? Doſt thou always delight in 
blood? In the tears of the ſad? — No: ye 
darkly- rolling yeats, Fingel delights not in 
e. Tears are wintry ſtreams that waſte 


away my ſoul.” But, when I lie down to reſt, 
E Bo then: comes: eee of 3828 it awak- 
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: its i there 1 . 80 mention LI df Cath- 


* a 


* Hl KS Thi; mult be attributed to the revolutions 


and domeſtic den ns, nich Happened i in that 
illzud, and utterly cut off all the real traditions 
7 concerning fo ancierit a period. All that we ha- 
ve related of the ſtate of trelind before the pfth 
century, is of late invention, and the work of ill- 


informed ſenachies and injudicious bards. 


— 
1 
* 


ri er My 


es me, in my hall, and calls forth all- my 
ſteel.— It Jhall call it fortk no more; 
Oſſian, take thou thy Coats: ipeap, Lift it | 
in Paftie ase. the. proud. eriſe. t #4 * 


* | 
Tar e 


My fathers, oftin 5. trace my * my 
deeds are pleaſant” to their eyes. Wherever 1 
come forth to battle, on my ßeld, ate thelr 
columns of miſt!— But mine arm reſeuech 
the ſeehle; the haughty found, my rage was 
fire. Never over the fallen did mine eye vejoi- 


ce. For. this®) wy fathers/ ſhall” meet me; "at 
"Hera 2 710 fe ee Ihe 


4 


©) we foe, from, rhis_ paſſage, that, even ig the, 
5 times of Offian, a and 8 conſequenaly 8 before the 
1 introduction of chriſtianity , they had dome idea 
of rewatty aud punifhiments after death. 

7 - Thoſe who behaved, in life, with brayery and 

15 Ac W —_— SIG: „ to 4— ** r 


he n of 50 poet, were 7 a FU 
tte 'habitatfon of heroes, to wander on all the 
winds. Another opinion, which prevailed iu 
thole times; tended not a littiè to make indivi- 
duals emufous to excel one another in martial 
atchievements. Ie was thought, har, in the halt 

. + 1 of. dlougs,, every; one had, a;) ſear, raiſe above 

3 2:5, „ein, proportion, as ho, excelled . them, in 

E wages” R 3 a /. ralours 
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the gates of their-airy halls, tall, with robe 
of light; with mildiy-kindled eyes. But, to 

proud in arms, they are darkened wioone 
in heaven, which fend the fre of yy red- 
over their face, - 5 


| Father of cata y ne Ft of ed. 
aug winds! I give thy ſpear to Offian, let 
mine eye rejoice. Thee have I ſeen; at times, 
bright from between thy clouds; ſo appear to 
my fon, when he is to lift the ſpear: then 
_ "ſhall he remember thy mighty ( deeds 1 ä 
Gian art now but a blaſt. | 


He gave the ſpear to my hand, and raiſed, 
at once, a ſtone oh high, to ſpeak to future 
| times 3 with its grey head of moſs. Beneath he 
placed. a vord *) ͤ in excth, and one bright 


Y . : oy . * 


CF be lived. —— The fimile in this 
paragraph i is new, and, if I may u uſe the expreſ- 


Þ fion of a bard, who. alluding: Be it, e 
- terrible. 


N * 
„ „ * 


. Mar dtabt-redil, an . qo. 

A caomas teina na h' dicha 

4 Dearg - ſruthach, air k*aighai' fein, 
4 this are ſome ftones ſtill to be bes in the 

+ - Horihy yn were das as memorials of ſome 


1s * | f res 
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boſs From) his ſhield. Datk in thought, Shi 
le, he bends: his words, ab length, came: forth. + 


, When thou, 0 tone, ſhalt moulder n 2 
and loſe thee, in the moſs of years, then Ai: 

the traveller come, and whiftling pals” as - 
Thou know'ſt not, feeble wanderer , tha] ame 
once ſhone | on Moi · eng. Here Pingel reſi igned 
his ſpear, after the laſt of his "fields. — | Paſs 
away, thou empty ſhade; in thy voice there 
is no renown. Thou dwelleſt by ſome pesce- 
ful ſtream; yet à few, years, and thou art 80. 
ne. No one remembers thee ; thou dweller of _ 

with 3 bees 8g thats + ris - times} 
for he went forth, in 1 ſteel, to ſave 


che weak in arm. | * 
% Ke adi go inf aun ga? 0 > I: 350 841 9 


Brightening in his fume, * king ſtrode 
to Lubar's ſounding: oak, where it bent, from 
its rock, over the bright tumbling ſtreum. Be- 
neach 4 narrow oe” and the "found of 
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| | jemarkable eee between tic anctent chiefs. 

G 8 are generally found; beneath them, ſome 
piece of arms, and à bit of halt butt wood - 
Tue cauſe of placing the laſt cherej{is not men- 
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the fount of the rock. Here the ſtand - 

ard *) of Morven poured its wreaths on tha 

. wind, to mark the Way © | Ferad - artha , from 

| Lo: his ſecret vale. — Bright , Rem his parted 
weſt, the fan of heaven looked abroad. The | 
hero faw his people, and heard their ſhonts of 
| joy. In ; droken rj ges round, F they littered 

to the beam. The ing rejoiced, as "a hunter 

in his own green vale , ? when, after the ſtorm 

is rolled away ) he fees 1 the gleaming fi des of the 

rock. The green thorn Thakes its cad in their 

| face; from * top; . look forward the roes, > 


. 8d 


=) Grey, at his moſſy cave, is eats the 
en form of Clonal The eyes of the | bard 


18 a at . gent + TW had 


* 


; nt 99's 


15 9 The erefting of tata kunden on the dank of Lu- 

bar, was the ſignal, which Fingal, in the be- 

 ginning of the book, promiſed to give / xo! the 

. cmiefs, who wait to;\eouduft Ferad - artho to the 

| - 7 my I, ſhopld, be himfelf prevail, in bare. | This 

. 1 | ſtandard here ( and in every other part of Off. 

_ poems, where it is mentioned) is called, the 

ES. | uu beam. he en, of this appellation, I gave, 

; 5 | more than oucag Nm deter in the preceding 
ee 9512 

"= "5, The: Raet chauges the Come to aus atk of Lo- 

na, whither Sul - malls had, * by Cath- 

4 A . mor, 
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had failed. He leaned forward, on chis ſtaff. 
Bright in her locks, before him, Sul malla 
liſtened to the tale; the tale of the kings of 
Atha, in the days of old. The noiſe of battle 
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had ceaſed in his ear: he ſtopt, and raiſed the 
ſecret ſigh. The ſpirits of the dead, they laid, 


often Lee his ſoul. like s 8 


_ art thou gun ſaid the ia Foes 
ſtrifs * arms is paſt: 43 Soon * ſhall he come 
to "thy e cave, over why Wirkding ſtreams. he 
ſun logks from the rocks" of the weft. * The miſts 
of the lake ariſe. "Grey ; 7. ey ſpread on that 


kill, the ruſhy dwelling of roes. From the 


miſt bros my king appeart* Behold, he comes 
in his arms. Come to the cave of 5 
o my beſt beloved! OTE or 


\ 


dF 


, 5 . „ before the batle. de an a 
| or rather druid, as he frems here to be, endued 


A. a preſeience of events, had long dwelt 8 


oY in a cave, This rene i is awful and ſolemn, and 
3 . calculated Pe INT a melanchaly 8 om z over the 
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It was the ſpirit of Cathmor, talking, lar- 
ce, © glesming form. He ſank by the hollow 
ſtream, that roared between the hills. —— «It 
was but the hunter, ſhe ſaid, who ſearches for 
the bed of the roe. His ſteps are not forth to 
war; his ſpouſe exſpects him with night. — 
He ſhall, whiſtling, return, with the ſpoils of 
the dark brown hinds.” ——— Her eyes are 
turned to the hill; again the ſtately form came 
down. She roſe, in the midſt of joy. He retire 
ed in miſt. Gradual· vaniſh his limbs of ſmoak, 
and mix with the mountain - wind. Then 
The knew that he fell! «King of Erin, art thou 
low!” tg Aue n her n it 


* 
| . A =_ 
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VJ of Sul malla,, is judicious. © His fabje& led 
| him immediately, to relate the reſtoration of the 
3 "family of Conar to the Iriſh "throne ; Which we 
1 may contider ary done, by the defeat and 
© death of Cathmor, and the artival' of Fetad-artho 

in the Caledonian army. To purſue; here, the 
Rory of the maid of Inis-bnna, which was foreign 
0 the ſubject, would be altogether inconſiſtent 


wich the rapid manner of Oſſan, and a breach 
/ * LY 1 5 on 


2 abrupt manner , in which Offian quits the 
4 
ws | 


A 
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Evening came down on Moi lena. Grey - 


| * the ſtreams of the land. Loud came 
forth the wen of Fibgal: J tle beam of oaks 


54 
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nn 


4 


on unĩty . Ae and ation, ene of the funda- 


mental effentials of the cpp, the rules of 
- which our Celtic bard, gathered from nature, 
not from the precepts of Critics, —— Neither 
did the poet totally deſert the beautiful Sul-malla, 


deprived of her lover, and a ſtranger, as ſhe 
was, in a foreign land. Tradition relates, that 


Offian, the next day after the deciſive battle be- 


rween' Fingal and Cathmor, went to find out Sul- 


maäalla, in the valley of Lona. His "addreſs to 
. mee: ep a N 
— pong id Þ 19944 8 5 off 


1s aste then; Jn 3 es 
fern-ſkicted cavern, of Lona, Awake, thou ſun» 


41 
$3 


beam in deſarts;- warriors one day maſt fail, 


| They move forth, like terrible lights3/ but, of- 
ten, their cloud is near. Go to the valley 
of ſtreams, to the wandering of herds, on Lu- 
mon; there dwells, in his lazy miſt, the man 
of many days, But he is unknown, Sul - malla » 
like the thiſtle of che rocks of roes; it ſhakes 
its grey beard, in the wind, and falls, unſeen _ 


of our eyes. — Not ſuch are the kings of 


den, weir departure is meteor of fire, which 


a 813 pours 
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aroſe. The people gathered round with Ela. 
neſs; with gladneſs blended with ſhades. They 
6de-long looked ta the Ning, and. beheld bis 
unſiniſhed joy. — Pleaſant, from the way 
of the deſart, the voice of muſic came. It 
ſeemgd, at firſt, the noiſe of 8 ſiream, far- 
Gſtent, on its ee it rolled along the 
A Not 8 «1 pom i 02008, 
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e ted bear, Bil hy can, over the 
00 *boſom”6f Sight." | oo ud wp bovis -: 
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115 <Ho-is mixed wich: the Warriors of . {hols 
„ fires: chat have hid their heads. At times ſhall 
„they came forth in ſong. Not, forgot has the 
Ws; Warrior failed. — He has not een, Sul mal- 
la, the fall of a beam of his wut no fair · hair · 
ed fon, in his blood, young troubler of the 
#7 field,” —— k am tonely young" branch of Lu- 
mon, I may hear the voice: of the feeble, when 
mf firength Thall have failed in years, for young 
See us .ceaſed , on his field. — * 
1 22 * 821 484 
6 an The reſt of the poem. is lots, * the Rory 
„ Af it, Which is fill, preſeryed, we underſtand, 
. |  thar Sul - malla returned to her, on country. 
eg Sul- malla makes a conſiderable. figure; in the 
Fpoem which immediazely follows in the LV. volume; 
ber behaviour in that piece accounts. for that par 
| £34! N — regard, with which the poeß e of of ws 
5 8 Temara. 
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pill, Uke the ruffled wing of —— kn" it 
"takes" the tafted beärd of the rocks, in the Nil 
ſeaſon of might. — It was the voice of Con- 
dan, mixed with Cartil's trembling harp. They 
came with blue-eyed” Feind © arthoy to Mora 


= the ſtreams, Tee, 1 ORERIS: 7609? (#4 FOR 


1 - 
ENG Sudden bucks the NG ow our W on 


Lens; the hoſt-ſtrack their ſhields. midſt the 
ſonnd. Gladneſs roſe brightening,; on the king, 
like, the. beam of a cloudy day, when. it riſes, 
| on the green bill, before- the roar of winds, or 


He ſtruck the hoſſy ſhield, of kings; at once 


they. ceaſe around. The people lean forward, 


from their ſpears, nn the voice * their 


land *). 1 
7 " 7 So * F . gn 
ie 912 i En R<R 2g i Sons 
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"oy 'v OF Hefbre f fun wy totes, it may not 1 ahoge- 
tet improper to obviate an ' objeioit , which 
may be thade to the credibility of the” tory of 
Temora, as felated by Oman. It may de alked, 
whether it is probable, that Fingal could perform 
«#3177 Tels aQions as are aſcribed to him in this book, 
At au age When his graiidfon, Olcat hid acquir- 
ed ſo much reputation in arms. To this it may 
be auſwered; that «Fingal was but very young 
bock 4th] when he took to wifs Res- crana, 
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Sons of Moxven, ſpread the FP ſend: the 
night awpy on ſong. Ye . haye ſhone around 
me; und the dark ſtorm is paſt; My people 
are the windy rocks, from which I ſpread my 
eagle · wings, when 1 ruſh, forth to renown, and 
| ſeire it on its field, —— Oſſian, thou haſt the 
ſpear of Fingal: it is not the ſtaff of a boy, 
with which he ſtrews the thiſtle round, young 
Wanderer of the field. —— No: it is the lan- 
cee of the mighty, with which they ſtretched 
forth their hands to death. Look to oy fa- 
- thers, my fon; they are awful beams. — - With 
| Fan lead F erad-artho — to the ecchoing 3 
f +5 | belle 
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Oman was alſo extremely young, 8 hl 
ed Ever-allin, the mother of Oſcar. Tradition 
_ Iealares, that Fingal was but eighteen years old 
at the birth of his ſon Oſſian; and that Offian 
was much about the ſame age, when Oſcar , 
his ſon, was born. Oſcar, perhaps, might be 
about twenty, when he was killed, in the battle 
of Gabhra: [book iſt] ſo the age of Fingal, 
when the decifive battle was fought berween him 
and Cathmor, was juſt fifty-ſix years. In thoſe. 
times of activity and health, the natural ftrength 
dn vigour of a man was little abated, at ſuch 
235 an age; ſo chat there is nothing improbable in 
. aden, of Fingal, as related in this book. 


: ” $ PI Z * . [2 EE Sz M3 
«i 4 — * 1 A _ 
7 * * — * 7 4 * «hr EL 
/ $3 -D 75 
N 9 4 * "8 
Fa 83 7 "5 # ” 
& T. y * 7 7 ” * _ 8 ; 
„ ry F 4 
# * . * 
Y a 
w 3 A N E P 1 G P 0 E M. 24 27 r v 
6 . 2 
5 1 * 8 ”, 3 
2. Wh, * * 1 * * — þ 
® 2% 


* 


halls of Temdra. Remind' him of the kings of 
Erin; the ſtately” forms of old: — | Let; not 
the fallen be forgot; they: were mighty i in the 
field. Let Carril pour his ſong, that the Kings 8 
may rejoice in their miſt.— To'-morrow © 
1 ſpread my ſails to Selma's ſhaded walls; where 
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